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COLLEGE  INN 

Open  Daily,  7.30  A.  M.  Close  6.45  P.  M. 

Saturday  Nights 

Special  75c  STEAK  DINNER 

French  Fried  Potatoes,  Etc. 

Sunday — Open  8.30  Close  1.15  P.  M. 

75c  Roast  Duck  or  Chicken  Dinner 

Tasty  Home  Cooked  Foods  Table  Service 


Professor:  “I  could  recommend  the  reading  of  about 
fifteen  books  that  would  make  a man  of  every  member 
of  this  class.” 

Commotion  among  the  coeds  in  back  part  of  room. 
— Ham-Lit. 


Nurse : "It’s  a boy.” 

King  Solomon  : “Curses— I wanted  a girl.” 

Nurse:  “Be  patient,  oh  King.  There  will  be  three 
more  this  afternoon.” — Skipper. 


Prof : “Jones,  do  you  know  what  steam  is?” 

Jones:  “Yes,  sir.  It's  water  gone  made  with  the 
heat.”- — Dirge. 

It  (over  the  ’phone)  : “ I’d  love  to  go  to  the 

game  with  you.” 

He:  “Sorry,  sweetheart,  you’ll  have  to  make  me  a 
better  offer.  I know  three  other  girls  willing  to  do  just 
as  much.” — Punch  Bowl. 


Biologist : “Why  is  a mosquito  ungrateful?” 
Anatomist : "Because  he  bites  the  hand  that  feeds 
him.” — Record. 


A chorus  girl  gets  her  forty  winks  every  night,  but 
they  come  from  the  first  row. — Cajolcr. 


Everybody  Eats  at  the 
Sandwich  Shop 

Open  to  2 A.  M. 

SANDWICHES,  LIGHT  LUNCH 
PLATE  DINNER 
CIGARS— CIGARETTES 

At  the  Gate 
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Homecoming 

Day 


Unless  you’re 


very  unusual 


she  bosses  you 


at  night.  The 


prof,  bosses  you 


in  class.  The 


coach  bosses 


you  on  the  field. 


Just  the  Guy  With  All  the 
Fraternity  Jewelry 

The  BLACK  & GOLD  SHOP 
Representatives 

L.  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 
Attleboro,  Massachusetts 

C — S 


Dad  bosses  you  at 


home.  Everybody 


bosses  you. 


but  at  least 


you  can  be  boss 


of  the  road  with 


“I  know  a place  where  women  don’t  wear  anything 
— except  a string  of  beads  once  in  awhile.” 

“Holy  gee,  where?" 

"Around  their  necks,  stupid.” — Jester. 

And  then  there  was  the  little  boy  whose  parents 
were  so  poor  he  had  to  have  his  measles  one  bump 
at  a time. — Broum  Bull. 

She:  “Jack  wants  me  to  wear  my  new  dress  to  the 
hop  tonight." 

He:  “What  are  you  gonna  do  alnnit  it?" 

She:  “Oh,  I’ll  wiggle  out  of  it  some  way!" — Sniper. 

She : “What  do  you  mean  by  telling  me  that  the  dates 
you  have  with  me  are  like  a string  of  pearls?’ 

He:  “Neckless,  dearie,  neckless." — Dodo. 

Madam  (to  Chinese  man-servant)  : “After  this  when 
you  enter  my  bedroom  please  knock — I might  be  dress- 
ing.” 

Chinese:  “Me  no  need  knock.  Me  allays  look  in  key- 
hole first.” — Dirge. 

Frosh:  “Do  you  like  indoor  sports?” 

Coed:  “Yes,  if  they  know  the  Old  Line." 
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PCCry  CCMES  IHCMIE 


By  xYlice  Brennan 


Illustrated  by  James  Decker 


continuous  undercurrent  of  breathtaking  an- 
ticipation, coupled  with  a swelling  tide  of 
excitement,  heralded  the  dawn  of  Homecom- 
ing at  the  University  of  Maryland.  Smiling  a gracious 
welcome,  that  was  a bit  misty  eyed  with  dusty,  tear- 
stained  reminiscences,  Maryland  gathered  all  her  chil- 
dren about  her  knees,  as  she  settled  back,  comfortably, 
on  her  throne  at  the  top  of  the  hill. 

Her  towers  dwarfed  the  tallest  trees  and  hung  de- 
tached and  haughty,  super- 
ior to  an  ever  genuflecting 
wheat  field  that  huddled, 
trembling,  behind  the  aged 
Experimental  Building.  The 
trees,  clothed  in  their  holi- 
day garments  of  scarlet  and 
brown,  caressed  the  walls 
of  the  buildings,  while  the 
scant  November  sunlight 
winked  as  it  tossed  jewels 
across  the  windows. 

Like  so  many  busy,  pre- 
tentious bugs,  swarms  of 
automobiles  scrambled  up 
the  hill  to  the  college,  or 
gleamed  in  shining  masses 
before  the  various  club 
houses.  The  very  atmos- 
phere of  the  campus  tingled 
with  the  laughter  and  shout- 
ed merriment  of  the  old 
grads,  and  the  good  na- 
tured,  half  patronizing 
greetings  of  the  students. 

Oblivious  to  his  sur- 
roundings, to  the  feeling  of 
good  fellowship  and  light- 
heartedness about  him,  Joe 
Morgan  crouched  discon- 
solately on  the  steps  of  the 
Ag  Building.  A battered 
felt  hat  covered  his  head, 
and  most  of  his  face  wTas  hidden  by  the  turned  up  col- 
lar of  a shapeless  overcoat.  His  long  legs  stretched 
out  before  him,  and  his  hands  were  thrust  deep  into 
the  pockets  of  his  coat. 

For  the  benefit  of  all  interested  bystanders,  Joe 
glanced  at  his  wrist  watch  repeatedly.  He  wanted  it 
noticed  that  time  was  an  important  factor  to  him,  or 
in  other  words,  that  he  had  a perfectly  legitimate  ex- 
cuse for  being  on  the  Ag  steps  at  eleven  o’clock  in 


Finally  she  became  so  exuberant  that  she  climbed  up 
i a table  and  demonstrated  the  "Virginia  Beach.” 


the  morning.  Football  men  weren’t  required  to  attend 
classes  on  this  particular  day,  but  they  were  supposed 
to  stay  in  bed  and  rest  up  for  the  big  game  of  the 
afternoon.  As  everybody  knew  Joe  “Mogul”  Morgan, 
who  was  the  football  man  of  the  season,  there  would 
naturally  be  some  curiosity  as  to  why  he  was  hanging 
around  the  Ag,  when  he  didn’t  have  any  classes. 

Joe  hoped  that  the  other  people  on  the  steps  would 
think  that  he  had  an  important  appointment  with  the 

dean,  or  the  coach.  He 
thought,  it  sure  would  be 
hell  if  they  guessed  that  his 
real  reason  was  simply  to 
catch  a glimpse  of  Chris- 
tine as  she  left  her  ten- 
twenty  class.  What  a “lil” 
such  a discovery  would 
make  him  out  to  be.  He 
inspected  his  watch  again. 
It  was  a good  watch.  It 
didn't  have  a mainspring 
or  any  hands,  for  that  mat- 
ter, but  it  worked  beauti- 
fully, as  far  as  effect  went. 
Joe  stared  at  it  pensively. 

A resounding  thud  on  his 
right  shoulder  shattered  his 
reflections,  at  the  same  time 
that  a deep  voice  boomed  in 
his  ear,  “That’s  a damned 
fine  watch  you've  got  there, 
foe.  Been  watching  you 
look  at  it  for  the  last  ten 
minutes.  Think  money 
could  buy  it?”  Joe  jumped 
to  his  feet  to  shake  the 
plump  hand  of  “Porky” 
Thomas,  a graduate  of  two 
years.  Porky  beamed  on 
Joe,  and  every  one  of  his 
chubby  features  radiated 
warmth  and  affection. 

“Gee.  I’m  glad  to  see  you,  Porky.  I certainly  am.” 
Joe’s  voice  was  choked  with  surprise  and  emotion. 
“I  haven’t  seen  you  since  you  graduated.  Why 
didn’t  you  let  us  hear  from  you?  Been  down  to  the 
house  yet?  Seen  any  of  the  hoys?" 

“Yeah,  I’ve  seen  everybody,”  Porky  assured  him, 
“but  all  I've  been  hearing  about  is  you.” 

Joe's  face  flushed.  “Me?”  he  queried. 

“Yep,  all  about  your  gridiron  triumphs  and  whatnot.” 


“Oh,  to  hell  with  that,"  Joe  waved  a disparaging 
hand. 

Porky  went  on,  ‘‘I've  been  everyplace,  hut  down  to 
‘Bill’s,’  and  I’d  like  to  see  the  old  place  again.  How 
about  coming  down  with  me,  now  ?” 

Joe  hesitated  for  a fraction  of  a second,  then, 
“Sure,”  he  agreed,  “I’m  all  for  it.  Just  like  old  times, 
Porky.  Remember  how  we  used  to  drop  in  there  after 
practice,  and  you’d  tell  me  just  what  was  wrong  with 
my  football?" 

Porky  nodded  his  head  with  enthusiasm.  “Do  I 
remember?  And  how,”  he  laughed.  “We  didn’t 
always  talk  football,  though,  Joe.  Don't  you  remem- 
ber, you  used  to  have  a girl  back  home,  and  every 
time  she'd  forget  to  write  you  a letter  you’d  tell  me  all 
about  it?  Damned  if  I wasn’t  a second  Dorothy  Dix, 
or  what  have  you."  He  shot  an  oblique  glance  at  Joe. 
“Haven't  got  any  more  of  those  kind  of  troubles  since 
you’ve  been  going  with 
Christine,  have  you, 

Joe,"  he  questioned 
casually. 

“No,"  Joe  spoke  em- 
phatically, “I  found  a 
good  way  to  keep  out 
of  that  kind  of  stuff, 
just  bust  up  with  a 
femme  when  she  starts 
anything,  and  that 
washes  up  the  situation 
just  fine.  In  fact  that’s 
just  what  I’ve  done 
w i t h Christine,”  he 
added. 

“Oh,  yeah?” 

“Yeah.” 

In  “Bill’s”  they  sat 
at  a little  table  near  the 
window.  While  Porky 
talked  about  his  post-graduate  experiences,  Joe’s 
thoughts  drifted  back  to  the  last  time  he  had  sat  at  this 
identical  table.  It  had  been  on  the  memorable  occa- 
sion of  his  quarrel  with  Christine,  which  had  been  on 
the  same  day  that  he  had  first  learned  that  she  was 
dating  Harold  Towers.  Joe  recalled  that  he  had 
'phoned  Christine,  and  she  had  promised  to  meet  him 
in  “Bill's”  at  three  o'clock.  It  had  been  four-fifteen 
when  Christine  drove  up  in  Towers’s  roadster. 

Christine  had  explained  that  she  had  spent  the  after- 
noon driving  around  with  Towers,  and  that  she  had 
found  him  such  an  interesting  person,  that  she  had 


completely  forgotten  about  her  date  with  Joe.  When 
Joe  had  asked  her  what  she  meant  by  riding  around 
with  Towers,  she  had  retaliated  by  saying  that  it  was 
none  of  his  business,  and  that  she  had  had  several 
dates  with  Towers  in  the  past,  and  intended  to  have 
more,  because  he  had  an  artistic  appreciation  of  things, 
as  she  had,  and  was  therefore  about  the  most  fascinat- 
ing person  she  had  ever  encountered.  When  Joe  had 
reminded  her  of  the  fact  that  she  was  wearing  his  pin, 
and  that  she  was  not  supposed  to  find  other  men  so 
very  fascinating,  Christine  had  pulled  the  pin  off  her 
dress  in  outraged  indignation,  and  tossed  it  across  the 
table. 

The  realization  that  Porky  had  asked  him  a ques- 
tion, which  he  had  not  heard,  interrupted  Joe’s  remi- 
niscences. He  started  at  Porky  dazedly,  “What  was 
that?"  he  inquired. 

grinned  at  him  goodnaturedly.  “That’s  all 
right,  Joe,”  he  said. 
“But  I’d  just  like  to 
say  that  I think  you’re 
taking  this  matter  just 
a little  bit  too  hard.” 
“What  matter?”  Joe 
asked,  perplexed. 

“Hell's  bells,  Joe,” 
Porky  exclaimed,  “you 
know  what  I mean  just 
as  well  as  I do ; just  as 
well  as  every  sap  on 
the  campus  knows,  in 
fact." 

Joe  opened  his 
mouth  to  demonstrate, 
b u t Porky  motioned 
him  to  shut  up  as  he 
continued,  “you  think 
you’re  pretty  cozy 
about  it  all,  but  every- 
body on  the  hill  knows  that  you’re  crazy  about  Chris- 
tine Rand,  and  that  she  made  a monkey  out  of  you. 
The  boys  are  worried  about  you,  Joe.  You’re  not 
yourself  any  more.  You're  off  your  feed  n’everything. 
Why  it  was  the  fellows  at  the  house  who  told  me  where 
I could  find  you.  They  said  you’d  be  on  the  Ag  steps 
looking  for  Christine,  and  trying  to  appear  as  if  you 
were  waiting  for  a street  car.” 

Joe  jammed  on  his  hat,  with  the  intention  of  leav- 
ing, then  he  changed  his  mind  and  settled  down  again. 
“Well  it’s  true."  he  admitted.  "I’m  stuck  on  that 
woman,  and  she’s  all  for  that  damned  pansy,  and  I 
(Continued  on  Page  27) 


Porky 


He  shut  his  eyes,  and  as  he  did,  felt  a hammering 
blow  on  his  iaw  which  knocked  him  to  the  ground. 
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FRATERNITY  GIRL 


ONE  C 'DIE ID  T©  aVNDTDIED 


Perhaps  if  some  of  our  "up  from  the  farm"  fresh- 
men would  take  a second  look  at  the  wild  oats  they're 
sowing  they’d  see  that  they’re  only  hay  seeds  after  all. 

H=  * =t= 

Maybe  a fraternity  pin  can’t  make  the  man,  but  it 
certainly  can  make  the  women. 

=1=  * * 

According  to  an  old  Latin  proverb,  "Virtue  grows 
under  an  imposed  weight.  If  that’s  so,  then  virtue 
must  run  rampant  around  our  campus  after  some  of 
these  prolonged  smooching  sessions. 


Unles  he  rates  as  a mogul,  a coed  isn't  interested 
in  a man’s  opinion  of  her  virtue. 

* % * 

A girl  may  say,  “Take  me  or  leave  me,”  hut  a man 
usually  does  both. 

* * * 

As  a rule,  there  is  nothing  that  can  make  two  people 
clubby  quicker  than  a ride  in  a rumble  seat  on  a cold 
night. 

* * * 

For  goodness  sake  ! Many  a girl  has  walked  home. 

* * * 


* * * 

There  is  nothing  sweeter  than  love;  maybe  that’s 
why  we  get  sick  of  it  so  quickly. 


Speaking  of  monotony,  consider  the  plight  of  a 
medical  student  at  a burlesque  show. 

* * * 


* * * 

One  question  the  hull  sessions  have  never  been  able 
to  decide  is  whether  it’s  better  to  neck  a girl  by  force 
on  the  first  date  or  feign  indifference,  so  that  in  des- 
peration, she’ll  do  all  the  work  the  second  time. 

sf;  sfs 

A pansy  is  a guy  whose  dates  are  like  a string  of 
beads — neckless. 


Seems  as  though  some  of  these  fellows  would  never 
stop  loving  a girl  if  they  didn’t  have  an  eighty-twenty 
class. 

* * * 

It’s  a wise  man  who  knows  what  he  drinks. 

* * H= 


Maybe  a man  can  make  a fool  out  of  a woman  in 
ten  minutes,  but  it’s  usually  well  worth  her  time. 

* * =t= 

He  who  laughs  last  is  the  one  who  buys  tin  sister 
pins. 

* =i=  * 

All  a man  desires  in  payment  for  his  affections,  is 
the  sparkle  in  his  loved  one's  eyes ; all  a woman  wants 
is  the  sparkler  in  her  loved  one's  frat  pin. 

* * * 

A coed  often  prefers  a freshman  date,  because  she 
knows  his  technique  won’t  be  campus-standardized. 

* * * 

Once  a woman  discovers  a man's  ]>et  weakness,  he  is 
sunk. 

* * * 


A hot  date  is  a bird  who  personifies  a Lucky  Strike 
ad:  he  conquers  an  ancient  prejudice. 


The  modern  collitch  hero  hates  everything  old,  and 
likes  everything  nude. 
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THINGS  WIE  WOULD  Ell IEE  TO  SEE  AGAIN 

By  Edward  Tippett 
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AIRdUNID  Tin  IE  HILL 

Bv  Alice  Brennan 


omecoming,  again  . . . trees  turning  scarlet 
and  orange  . . . the  sun  trying  to  shine  . . . 
students  strolling  late  for  Saturday  morning 
classes  . . . old  grads  hurrying  around,  greeting  each 
other,  hunting  up  old  professors  . . . people,  unrecog- 
nizable in  their  bulky  wraps,  lounging  about  the  Ag 
steps  . . . Myra  Ferrier  and  Irvin  Wolfe  standing 
together  and  giving  the  impression  of  love  on  a warm 
June  day  . . . very  warm  in  fact  . . . “Moon"  Evans 
and  Gordon  Pugh  hold  up  a pillar  as  they  try  to  decide 
on  two  girls,  who’d  like  a Nash  sedan,  so  that  they  can 
take  them  for  a “ride"  ...AO  Pi’s  “Three  Must 
Get  Theirs”  stroll  by  . . . Dot  Simpson  trying  to  look 
pleasant,  Metinger  searching  the  crowd  for  a cer- 
tain K A and  little  Bates  giving  the  men  a big  buzz  . . . 
we  wonder  if  her  Pickles  turned  sour  on  her  . . . 
Catherine  and  Virginia  Leurs  drive  by  in  their  big 
Buick  and  crash  into  the  unimpressionable  Joe  San- 
ford . . . Joe  looks  happy;  he  must  have  heard  an- 
other good  story  . . . The  Latin  Lover  Caldara  goes 
by  with  his  nose  in  the  air;  let  the  women  weep,  what 
cares  he  . . . his  heart  is  sold  . . . Jimmie  Decker 
and  his  yes-man,  Jonesy,  lean  out  of  the  window  on 
the  second  floor  of  the  Ag  . . . Jonesy  gives  the  as- 
sembled throng  a big  deal,  and  Jimmie  gives  them  a 
dirty  look ; he’s  a great  guy,  anyway  . . . Pitzer  and 
Whiting  confer  among  themselves  in  low  tones;  that 
usually  means  a blonde  ...  Joe  Deckman  pauses  on 
his  way,  to  give  the  women  the  razzberry,  and  oh,  how 
they  eat  it  up  . . . Greely  drives  up  in  his  Chrysler ; 
he  has  something  with  him ; it  must  he  Elaborate  Eby 
. . . Mary  Ricketts  runs  out  to  ask  about  Heubsch 
. . . Elena  Hannigan  follows,  looking  worried  as  she 
tries  to  hang  on  to  Don  Imerie  and  string  Handsome 
Harlan  along  at  the  same  time  . . . Here  comes  a big 
smile ; it  must  be,  yes,  it  is  Ruth  Miles  . . . Evelyn 
Engineer  Harrison  strides  up  the  walk  with  Bummie 
Baumel,  who’s  doing  her  best  to  look  original  too  . . . 
Vera  Klein  minces  along  with  her  captain ; V ic  Bundick 
and  Mark  Shank  follow,  and  it  begins  to  look  even 
more  like  lover’s  lane  as  Pat  Rooney  and  his  little  rab- 
bit make  a third  couple  in  the  party  . . . There’s  a 
mob  of  Alph  Up’s,  Virginia  Daiker,  Ruth  Greenwood, 
Rhoda  Hatton,  and  Catherine  Crawford,  all  giving  the 
rest  of  the  campus  the  devil  . . . Dottie  Rombach’s 
big  blue  eyes  take  in  the  crowd,  while  Benjamin  De- 
licious Dyer  stands  In  and  tries  to  appear  content  with 
just  being  a big  brother  to  Dot  . . . Gordon  Zimmer- 
man stops  to  talk  to  her ; a thrill  sweeps  through  the 
other  girls;  how  that  man  can  slay  ’em  . . . Jimmie 
Andrews’  contagious  laugh  gurgles  through  the  air,  as 
he  tells  a new  one  to  A1  Pease  who  just  can’t  keep  his 


eyes  off  Madeline  Bernard’s  new  Phi  Sig  pin.  Jimmie 
feels  just  right,  because  his  “big  moment’’  from 
Philadelphia  is  due  to  arrive  today  . . . Tawney  stands 
around  looking  high-hat,  but  Edith  glances  over  the 
collar  of  her  fur  coat  and  squelches  him  with  a look 
. . . Near  them,  the  long  and  short  of  another  affair, 
Hetzel  and  Margerum,  are  telling  it  to  each  other  all 
over  again  . . . Charlie  Fonts  stomps  gloomily  by: 
after  all  California  is  a long  way  . . . Jack  Savage 
swings  out  the  door ; the  women  rush  for  him,  hut  he 
courageously  battles  them  off  . . . what  a brute  . . . 
Mims  walks  sedately  by,  with  Bill  Gifford  in  attend- 
ance; lie's  really  taken  in,  poor  thing  . . . Izzy  Toul- 
son  and  Katheleen  Nestor  storm  the  crowd  in  search  of 
two  “old  grads"  . . . Bill  Kinnamon  and  Pinky  ride 
by-  That  red  head  sure  does  have  sex  appeal  . . . 
Ralph  William  hurries  to  the  library;  there’s  a chance 
that  he'll  find  Pete  Hardiman  there  . . . Bob  Gavlor 
and  Jack  Batson  go  down-stairs  after  their  fan  mail,  as 
they  leave,  four-fifth  of  the  assembled  coeds  decide  that 
they  need  some  stamps  . . . general  rush  for  the  post 
office  ...  no  general  delivery  from  Gavlor  and  Bat- 
son, however  . . . Bozy  Berger  and  Skip  Faber  talk 
over  the  situation  . . . Laura  Nevius  dashes  around 
with  Johnny  Bischoff  in  tow ; maybe  Laura  is  look- 
ing for  the  tonsils  she  lost  last  week  . . . Sprawled 
on  the  steps  of  the  Ag,  the  charter  members  of  the 
Mutual  Admiration  Society.  Arley  Unger  and  Dicky 
Dixon,  tell  each  other  just  how  good  they  think  them- 
selves to  he;  Bill  Needham  stands  by  and  referees  the 
contest;  he  doesn’t  stoop  to  argument;  he  knows  lie's 
good  ...  As  Helen  Mead  comes  on  the  scene,  all  the 
women  have  to  hold  on  to  their  men  . . . Colosimo  has 
a harassed  look ; he’s  trying  to  think  up  a new  meaning 
for  E.  Pluribus  Unum  . . . Brains  Openshaw  and 
Larry  Chiswell  slouch  by  with  the  typical  Sigma  Phi 
Sigma  indifference  . . . Boh  Allen  stands  around 
thinking  of  his  freshman  friend  over  at  the  Homestead 
. . . Boh  Beall  sneaks  fearfully  by  a couple  of  coeds; 
too  bad  Bob  doesn’t  go  for  the  femmes;  lie's  such  a 
nize  babee  . . . Margie  Cullen,  Margaret  Wade  and 
Frances  McCubbin,  the  students  three,  hurry  over  the 
hill  to  lunch  . . . Suddenly  everyone  seems  to  have 
disappeared  . . . The  campus  is  deserted  save  for  the 
presence  of  two  men  who  loiter  around  the  old  build- 
ings; one  of  them  begins  to  say,  "Now  when  I went 
to  Maryland”  . . . The  faint  tinkling  of  lunch  bells 
resounds  from  the  adjacent  club  houses  ...  1 lie  sun 
flashes  forth  to  warm  up  the  stadium  for  the  approach- 
ing game  ...  a breeze  stirs  the  skirts  of  the  vari- 
colored trees  . . . Then  all  is  silent  around  the  hill. 


Homecoming 

Day 


The  Way  of  Two  Bad  Men  With  a Maid 

By  Bill  Wray 

illie  Slocum  was  just  a little  country  boy 
living  in  Frostburg  and  be  wanted  a woman 
awful  1 ad.  So  one  day  be  shut  up  his  little 
fertilizer  store  and  hopped  the  5.20  freight  for  Balti- 
more. He  was  pitched  off  at  Essex  'by  an  irate  brake- 
man  as  the  rattler  was  rounding  a curve,  and  landed 
in  the  ditch  a total  wreck  and  wishing  that  the  brake- 
man  was  ditto.  He  walked  boldly  into  the  first  house 
that  had  an  open  door  and  white  light,  and  sat  down  in 
the  parlor.  That  parlor  was  to  become  history  in  the 
tale  of  Willie  for  into  it  tripped  Hope  Tuhell,  a wild 
baby  with  a painted  blush,  who  up  and  sat  on  our  hero’s 
lap.  Willie’s  Frostburg  conscience  told  him  that  the 
right  thing  for  them  to  do  would  be  to  get  married 
. . . And  so  it  was  that  Willie  Slocum  and  Hope 
Tuhell  set  their  sails  upon  the  sea  of  matrimony. 

Back  in  Frostburg  the  folks  were  all  down  at  the  sta- 
tion watching  the  trains  go  past,  and  consequently 
nobody  noticed  Willie  and  his  bride  as  they  walked 
into  town  at  the  other  end  of  the  street  after  a three 
day's  hitch-hike  from  Essex.  The  lovers  settled  down 
in  the  room  above  Willie's  fertilizer  store  just  like  any 
other  pair  of  simple  saps  starting  out  their  life  to- 
gether. 

The  next  morning  the  whole  town  was  waiting  for 
a sight  of  the  bride,  and  all  the  males  were  elated  as 
she  gyrated  down  Main  Street  in  the  only  pair  of  silk 
stockings  in  the  whole  burg.  This  sent  her  stock  boom- 
ing with  the  grocery  store  gang,  but  the  women  sniffed 
at  her  like  she  was  a Woman  With  a Past.  But  there 
is  no  doubt  that  our  little  Hope  was  a progressive 
influence  on  Frostburg,  for  pretty  soon  the  rest  of  the 
gals  histed  their  skirts  and  for  the  first  time  that  any- 
one could  remember,  the  male  population  washed  . . . 

Hope  and  Willie  were  getting  along  famous  when 
a shadow  entered  their  happy  little  home  in  the  per- 
son of  Stanislaus  Twittle,  the  town  police  force,  who 
also  held  the  important  posts  of  dog-catcher,  garbage 
man,  and  Commissoner  of  Sanitation.  Thus  Stanis- 
laus was  quite  a bit  more  important  man  than  little 
Willie  could  ever  hope  to  be.  He  spotted  Hope  one 
day  as  she  was  hanging  Willie's  shirt  out  on  the  line 
to  air,  and  fell  for  her.*  Thereafter,  when  he  was  not 
engaged  in  his  official  capacities  of  extinguishing  dump 
fires,  rounding  up  errant  kitties,  orvgathering  festive 
vegetables,  he  was  across  the  street  from  Hope’s  win- 
dow and  making  hog  eyes  at  her.  Hope  knew  that 
she  wouldn’t  have  to  show  Stanislaus  much  to  get 
him,  and  she  meditated  long  on  whether  she  should 
take  up  with  him  and  leave  Willie  to  his  fertilizer. 
She  knew  that  in  Essex,  wdiere  she  wished  she  was 


"/  hear  Bill  and  Alice  were  married  in  Jacksotirille 
this  morning.” 

"Yeah?” 

"Yeah;  he's  going ; to  Tampa  with  her  tonight.” 


now,  he  would  have  been  just  a tin-horn' pansy,  but  up 
here  where  fate  and  Willie  had  placed  her,  this  guy 
was  just  the  big  ripe  cheese.  And  she  had  to  admit 
that  he  had  more  of  an  air  about  him  than  Willie,  espe- 
cially when  he  dropped  in  to  collect  the  garbage.  She 
just  couldn’t  help  it,  she  liked  that  man  . . . 

Tt  never  had  taken  a guy  long  to  find  out  how  Hope 
felt  about  him,  and  Stanislaus,  in  his  experience  as  a 
garbage  man  had  learned  all  about  women,  so  it  did 
not  take  the  guilty  pair  long  to  discover  their  love  for 
one  another  and  plan  to  elope.  All  Hope  had  to  do 
was  to  wait  late  enough  one  night  for  Willie  to  get 
dead  drunk.  Then  she  went  to  the  window  and  whis- 
tled to  the  watiing  Stanislaus.  Our  Stan  came  tear- 
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ing  down  the  street  in  his  sanitation  wagon  and  pulled 
his  steed  up  right  beneath  her  window.  She  was  in 
the  back  of  his  wagon  in  no  more  time  than  it  took  her 
to  jump,  and  covered  herself-Avith  the  tarpaulin  until 
they  were  out  of  town.  When  they  reached  the  city 
limits  he  lifted  the  tarpaulin  and  revived  her  . . . 

Stanislaus  wanted  to  make  a bee-line  for  Hagers- 
town. but  his  wagon  was  in  such  bloom  that  Hope  in- 
sisted upon  a place  more  to  the  windward,  so  they  com- 
promised upon  Hancock.  They  had  nothing  between 
them  but  two  brauschweigers  and  a jug  of  corn  whisky, 
so  they  hit  Hancock  looking  as  forlorn  as  a couple 
of  Pilgrim  Fathers  down  in  merry  hell.  Stanislaus 
tried  to  talk  the  Hancockers  into  making  him  a cop. 
But  they  didn’t  want  any  cop,  and  they  didn’t  want  no 
dog-catcher,  and  they  didn’t  need  no  garbage  man 
cause  everybody  kept  hogs.  Hope  was  hungry  and 
disillusioned.  This  Stanislaus  had  turned  out  worse 
than  Willie.  The  braunschweiger  was  gone,  the  whisky 
was  gone,  and  her  heart  felt  like  it  had  been  struck 
by  a freight.  “Oh,  why  did  I do  this?”  she  wailed. 
Stanislaus  snored. 


Just  then  a roar  sounded  at  the  door,  and  Willie 
tore  in  with  a killing  look  in  bis  eyes.  In  his  hands 
was  the  shotgun  that  had  reposed  upon  the  walls  of  his 
father’s  cabin  since  his  youngest  sister  got  married. 
“Baby,”  he  cried,  “I’ve  come  to  shoot  that  low-life 
dog-catching  shiek  and  take  you  back  with  me.” 
"Well,  what  is  holding  you  back?”  she  sighed,  as  he 
pumped  both  loads  into  Stanislaus  and 
his  arms. 


What  a Scotchman  does  with  his  old  razor  blades 


The  Alumni  Return  to  the  Fraternity  House 

By  W.  R.  McCallister 
he  game  ends. 

The  president  rushes  back  to  the  house  for 
a final  check  up. 

The  alumni  start  arriving  just  as  he  succeeds  in  con- 
vincing two  brothers  lying  on  the  settee  that  it  would  be 

better  if  they  arose  and  picked  up  their 

clothes.  As  the  alumni  come  through  the  door  they 
tell  each  other  that  this  is  sure  dififerent  from  the  little 
shack  they  had,  they’ll  tell  the  world,  and  who  the  hell 
do  you  suppose,  picked  that  living  room  suite. 

The  president  tries  to  introduce  himself,  to  introduce 
the  alumni  to  each  other  and  to  introduce  the  present 
brothers  to  the  alumni,  but  quickly  gives  up  all  effort 
in  this  direction  when  the  brothers  refuse  to  budge 
from  their  retirement  in  the  kitchen  and  a couple  of 
alumni,  three  minutes  after  a thorough  introduction, 
ask  him  if  lie  isn’t  Perkins,  '25. 

Wilson,  ’19,  pounds  Van  Reuth,  ’26,  on  the  back 
and  tells  him,  “You  haven't  changed  a bit,  McPherson, 
old  boy.” 

The  tough  little  nine  year  old  belonging  to  Har- 
graves, '18.  tells  the  assemblage  he  will  show  them  how 
the  winning  touchdown  was  made  that  afternoon,  and 
during  the  demonstration  comes  out  from  the  piano 
and  hits  the  wife  of  Hogan,  '14.  who  loses  her  balance 
and  neatly  snaps  the  bridge  lamp  into  three.  Har- 
graves, ’18,  says  Junior  should  get  an  assist  on  that, 
all  right,  ha!  ha!  and  the  president  lures  Junior  into 
the  kitchen  and  gives  the  brothers  the  high  sign. 

A little  red  faced  man  corners  the  president  and 
bombards  him  with  question  concerning  the  f rater 
nity’s  financial  Condition.  The  president  tries  to  come 
through  with  something  and  in  so  doing  greatly  agitate' 
the  little  man  who  says  he  had  better  take  a look  at  the 
books.  As  no  entries  have  been  made  for  three  months, 
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the  president  says  he  is  sorry  but  the  books  are  locked 
up  and  has  no  key. 

A cheery  little  blonde  tells  tbe  president  she  hasn’t 
been  in  the  trophy  room  yet  and  doesn't  know  where  it 
is,  either.  He  says  he  is  sorry  but  it  is  his  duty  to  stay 
around  awhile  yet. 

Galloway,  '08,  asks  Funk,  '08,  if  he  remembers  that 
night  they  tied  the  cow  to  a pillar  of  the  Administra- 
tion Building  and  Funk  says,  “Yes,  good  old  days,  all 
right.  By  the  way,  Galloway,  I wonder  if  you  could 
use  a few  cast  iron  fives  and  a half  per  cent  cumu- 
lative— ■ — 

The  president  is  timidly  tapped  on  the  elbow  by  a 
thin-faced  man  who  asks  his  pardon,  but  isn't  he  Hal- 
lahan,  ’27. 

The  president  groans  and  grips  the  mantlepiece.  The 
cheery  blonde  smiles  in  his  direction  and  says  that 
maybe  be  can  get  away  for  a few  minutes  after  all, 
and  that  when  he  first  saw  her  he  thought  she  was 
Ann  Harding,  and,  oh  yes,  indeed,  that's  where  they 
keep  the  trophies,  all  right,  just  at  the  end  of  this 
dark  hall. 

Three  of  the  brothers  open  the  swinging  door  and  say 
it  is  a disgrace — hie — hie — a damned  disgrace  the 
way  these  alum — hie — alumni  turned  the  house  into  a 
brewery  every  year. 

The 


Mike:  "Say,  fellow,  where  did  you  get  all  the  red 
on  your  lips?” 

Spike:  “Oh,  that's  just  my  tag  for  parking  too  long.” 
— Warn  pus. 


Dean  : "Young  man,  do  you  entertain  girls  in  your 
apartment" 

Soph:  "I  think  so:  they  seem  to  like  to  come  up. 
— Voodoo. 


Late  Comer:  "Nothing  to  nothing,  dear.  We  didn’t  miss  anything  after  all.” 


The  Girl:  " You  have  no  idea  how  I love  pretty 
nights  like  these.” 

The  Boy:  "No,  but  we’ll  go  for  a drive  and  I’ll  find 


Alary  had  a little  skirt, 
'Twas  cut  too  short  by  half. 
Who  cares  a damn 
For  Mary’s  lamb, 

When  we  can  see  her  calf. 


Hood's  Heroines 

The  Old  Line  wishes  the  best  of  luck  to  the  rep- 
resentatives of  Hood  College  as  they  engage  the  local 
hoys  upon  the  social  field  this  week  end.  The  Alisses 
Carlson,  Jenkins,  Thomas,  Gillan,  and  Sprigg  have 
come  to  Maryland  as  Hood’s  first  team  and  as  such  will 
strive  valiantly  to  take  the  Maryland  boys  into  camp. 
Pre-game  dope  has  the  betting  slightly  in  favor  of  the 
Maryland  team  by  virtue  of  recent  heavy  practice. 
However  Hood  stands  undefeated  and  untied  thus  far 
in  the  present  season,  and  will  come  prepared  to  do  or 
die  as  a win  over  Maryland  will  grant  them  national 
recognition.  The  Alaryland  team  has  had  favorable 
results  from  the  concealed  pass  and  it  is  therefore 
expected  that  they  will  run  this  play  almost  exclusively, 
d'he  unfavorable  weather  has  but  served  to  encourage 
the  Maryland  team  as  they  seem  to  play  best  on  a wet 
field.  In  all  events,  the  score  will  be  close  and  the  time 
spent  in  seeing  this  performance  will  not  be  wasted. 


At  Dance 

“Pardon  me,  did  you  drop  your  handkerchief?" 
“Oh,  I’m  so  embarrassed,  that’s  my  dress." 


Speeding 

I asked  for  her  hand  and  she  gave  it  to  me.  I then 
asked  for  a kiss  and  she  gave  it  to  me.  Becoming  bol- 
der, I asked  for  a hug  and  she  gave  it  to  me — and  then 
the  little  vixen  slapped  my  face. 

Many  people  are  virtuous,  merely  because  they  lack 
imagination. 


“Won’t  you  come  into  my  parlor?"  said  the  Delta 
Sig  to  the  Frosh, 

“We  will  help  you  run  for  office  and  he  famous  too, 
by  gosh." 


They  burn  me  up  and  satisfy  all  their  desires 
When  they  are  thru  with  me  they  throw  me  down  and 
trample  on  me. 

But  what  can  I do,  for  after  all,  I’m  only  a helpless 
little  cigarette. 


A new  version  of  the  Purity  Test:  Who  in  the  Uni- 
versity leaves  the  biggest  ring  around  the  bath  tub? 


Landlady:  “And  what  is  wrong  now?” 

Boarder:  "I  just  wanted  to  say  that  I think  you  get 
too  much  mileage  out  of  this  roller  towel.” 


Senior:  “Where  do  had  little  girls  go?” 
Knowing  Soph:  "Alost  everywhere." 


For  information  to  the  Freshmen,  we  wish  to  state 
that  the  next  Greek  drama  will  take  place  when  another 
local  fraternity  turns  national. 


True  appreciation  of  college  comes  when  we  go  to 
work. 
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He:  “I  heard  you  had  a birth  mark.  Could  you 
stand  me  seeing  it?” 

She:  "I  couldn’t  bare  it.” 


The  Board  of  Editors  publish  The  Old  Line  four 
times  during  the  year  and  the  proffs  hand  it  out  five 
times  a week. 


It  is  easy  to  be  generous  to  another  man’s  wife. 


Hairtonic  Haliatosis 
He  asked  me  if  I'd  kiss  him, 

I kissed  him  once  or  twice, 

I know  I hadn't  ought  to. 

But,  my  Gawd,  he  smelled  so  nice. 


Young  Girl  (to  salesman)  : "May  I try  on  that 
bathing  suit  in  the  window?” 

Salesman:  "No,  we  have  special  rooms  for  that.” 


Some  people  pray:  "Get  thee  behind  me,  Satan,  and 
push  me  to  it. 


I’ll  Say  So 

When  a young  man  with  his  arms  around  a girl  lets 
a lighted  cigarette  fall  inside  his  sport  shirt  and  it  feels 
like  a drop  of  ice  water,  it  is  time  either  to  propose  or 
go  home. 


Incidentally,  here's  a good  slogan  for  fraternity  in- 
itiations : "Bottoms  up.” 


Frosh  : "I'm  very  happy  to  meet  you.” 
Senior:  “Fortunate  is  the  word,  sonny.” 


"Look  at  the  drunk  leaning  over  the  fence.” 
“Yes,  he’s  pleasure  bent.” 


When  a college  man  sends  a rush  wire  home  for 
money  with  which  to  buy  three  new  text  books  on 
biology,  it’s  a sure  sign  that  he  has  been  introduced  to 
a hot  looking  blonde. 


She:  “Are  you  looking  at  my  knee?” 

He:  “Aw  g’wan.  You  know  I'm  above  that.” 


He:  “I  like  your  bathing  suit.” 

She:  "It  doesn't  take  much  to  please  you." 


"I  can't  give  you  anything  but  love." 
She : “Well,  hurry  up,  let’s  have  it.” 


Freshmen  may  think  that  being  a fraternity  man 
is  one  of  life’s  best  things.  But  it  isn't.  Being  a 
sorority  man  is  much  better. 


New  York  Unirersity  squad  takes  daily  scrimmage 
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Love  Vows  of  An  Inebriate 

God  in  Heaven  ! What  passion  grips 
This  hungry  soul  of  mine. 

Could  I sip  kisses  from  your  lips 
I would  not  ask  for  wine. 

Or  could  your  eves  grow  moist  for  me, 

And  brim  with  tears, 

Then  would  my  soul  be  satiated 
And  never  ask  for  beer. 

But  if  with  other  loves  you  trip 
And  other  hearts  are  light  and  risky, 
While  I must  languish  all  unloved, 

Then  let  me  steep  my  soul  in  whisky. 

But  God  forbid  that  1 should  sink 
To  lead  your  feet  in  paths  of  sin, 

And  could  I ever  be  so  base. 

Then  drown  me  in  a sea  of  gin. 

Sooner  or  later  you'll  forget 

All  you're  saying  tonight,  and  yet 
’Tis  sweet  of  the  stars  to  kiss  the  sea. 

But  not  half  so  sweet  as  your  kissing  me. 
It  doesn’t  mean  a thing,  I know, 

But  I like  to  hear  your  line,  and  so 
The  moonlight  night  has  a thousand  charms 
As  I’m  held,  content,  in  your  circling  arms. 
Kiss  my  fingers,  my  hair,  my  eyes, 

Whisper  a thousand  precious  lies, 

Love  me,  hold  me  just  tonight. 

Till  all  the  stars  are  turning  white. 

Sooner  or  later  you’ll  forget 

All  you're  saying  tonight,  and  yet 
Never  mind  the  bye  and  bye, 

'Cause  sooner  or  later  so  will  I. 


At  the  Maryland-St.  John’s  Game 
One  Spectator  to  Another:  “It  is  Maryland’s  ball." 
Another  Spectator:  “No>  it’s  St.  John’s  ball." 

Kid  in  Stands : “Whose  ball  are  they  playing  with, 
anyway.” 


Kiss  me  cute, 

Kiss  me  cunning, 

Kiss  me  quick, 

Somebody’s  coming. 

She:  “I  can  entertain  you  in  any  way,  shape  or 
form.” 

He:  “The  last  two  will  do.” 


W hen  men  grow  virtuous  in  their  old  age,  they  are 
merely  making  a sacrifice  to  God  of  the  devil’s  leavings. 


"I  want  you  to  marry  us,  parson,  and  this  is  the  little 
girl  who  is  to  be  my  wife.” 

” Very  glad  to  mate  you.” 


Sweet  Thing:  “My,  what  a large  arm  you  have. 
Where  did  you  get  it  ?” 

He:  “Why,  1 was  a star  on  the  basket-ball  team  at 
school.  Say  weren't  you  on  a track  team  somewhere?" 


“Why  should  some  girls  be  proud  of  their  beauty?” 
“Even  a barn  looks  good  when  it  is  painted.” 


As  Pants  the  Heart 

He  placed  his  arm  around  her  waist  and  on  her  lips  a 
kiss : 

Then  sighed:  “ 'tis  many  a draught  I’ve  had, 

But  not  from  a mug  like  this." 

There  once  was  a dancer  named  Grace, 

Whose  costume  was  mostly  of  lace. 

In  a large  cabaret, 

As  she  whirled  she  would  say: 

“I  wish  they  would  look  at  my  face." 

"Wdiat  a small  world  this  is,”  Adam  said  to  Eve 
when  he  found  out  that  they  both  knew  Satan. 
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True  friendship — the  ultimate  in  human  association.  We  find  it  on  all  sides;  in  business,  in  play,  in  times 
of  trouble,  and  in  periods  of  success;  but  nowhere  does  this  intangible  Utopia  reach  such  a degree  of  breadth 
and  whole-heartedness  as  in  the  University  world.  Friendships  made  during  the  comparatively  carefree  college 
days  remain  throughout  life,  intensified  by  time  rather  than  dimmed.  In  the  years  following  graduation  the 
paths  of  countless  four-year  companions  part  and  lead  to  divergent  fields,  and  though  Bill  may  not  see  good 
old  Jack  for  two,  four,  or  six  score  months  there  remains  ever  in  the  memory  of  each  the  experiences  and  esca- 
pades of  the  old  days  and  an  ever  smouldering  desire  to  get  together  again  and  recount  past  events. 

On  Homecoming  Day  the  truant  grads  get  their  opportunity.  It  is  a day  set  apart,  raised  on  a pedestal. — 
reserved  for  the  alumnae  ....  and  the  halo  of  dormant  friendships.  It  is  then  that  the  bubble  of  memory  is 
pricked  into  awakening.  The  pent-up  desire  for  that  session  breaks  loose  and  the  original  smile  turns  to  a broad 
grin;  happiness  takes  possession  and  the  old  timers  veritably  sing  at  heart.  They  go  to  a football  game  and  don’t 
know  a man  on  the  field.  The  faces  are  all  strange.  But  what’s  the  difference?  Visions  of  how  old  Steve 
Potter  or  some  other  favorite  and  pal  back  in  '97  turned  the  trick  more  than  compensate  for  their  un  familiarity. 
Bygone  games  are  played  over,  with  never  a detail  missed.  Win,  lose,  or  draw',  the  game  is  a success;  for  what 
difference  does  a little  thing  like  a score  make,  so  long  as  Bill  is  there? 

Then  another  get-together,  this  time  quiet,  after  the  noise  and  turbulency  of  the  game ; and  over  a meal  made 
doubly  delicious  by  a further  recounting  of  those  stories,  past  and  present,  the  grads  live  over  again  collegiate  days 
and  bask  in  the  warmed  friendship  began  in  a past  decade. 

Probably  a visit  to  the  old  fraternity  house,  and  a search  for  still  another  missing  member  of  the  departed 
clique  takes  place  before  the  final  topping-off  talk  and  the  remembrances  and  farewells.  Then  each  departs  again, 
back  to  his  particular  place;  with  memories  brighteened,  eyes  aglow,  a little  glamour  again  in  the  old  job,  and 

friendships  strengthened  by  vows  of  future  meetings.  Back  of  it  all in  the  fundamental  niche,  it  is  the 

friendship  that  counts  ....  counts  in  a manner  incalculable  and  indescribable  ....  one  of  the  real  things  in 
life  that  make  it  worth  living. 

To  this  undying  friendship,  often  long  held  in  abeyance,  to  he  periodically  revived  by  just  such  an  occasion 
as  Homecoming  Day;  undergraduate  Maryland  offers  homage  and  dedicates  this,  the  initial  edition  of  The 
Old  Line  to  its  perpetuation  and  growth  with  a fervant  hope  that  alumnae,  whether  '00  or  '30,  will  keep  alive  the 
Maryland  spirit  for  Maryland’s  sake  and  make  the  Homecoming  Day  a REAL  day  and  an  outstanding  one.  both 
today  and  in  years  to  come. 
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he  girl  whose  ambition  and  aim  is  to  charm 
is  still  the  winner  with  men.  And,  believe 
me,  she’s  rarely  a college  graduate,”  declares 
Nina  Wilcox  Putnam  in  the  December  College  Humor. 
"1  am  particularly  prejudiced  against  colleges  run 
strictly  for  women,  but  feel  that  there  is  a lot  to  be 
said  in  favor  of  co-educational  institutions.  In  fact, 
1 believe  the  worst  that  can  be  said  against  the  latter 
is  that  a co-educational  institution  throws  people  of 
opposite  sexes,  who  are  still  pretty  young  for  the  task, 
into  a lot  of  grown-up  situations  which  they  are  really 
not  capable  of  handling. 

"But  the  purely  feminine  college,  run  by  women  for 
women,  is  a holy  terror,  to  my  mind.  To  me  it  seems 
to  do  something  awful  to  a girl.  It's  a completely  false 
world  to  begin  with,  because  women  are  basically  rivals 
all  through  their  lives  and  do  not  herd  together  naturally 
and  impersonally  as  men  do.  Therefore  a vast  campus 
simply  crawling  with  females  who  ape  the  independ- 
ence of  men  without  achieving  the  solidarity  of  men  is 
to  me  a false  and  pitiful  thing.  And  attendance  at 
such  a college  more  often  than  not  leaves  a girl  hang- 
ing midway  between  intellectual  snobbery  and  a prac- 
tical education  in  living,  without  achieving  either.  Of 
course  in  the  case  of  a girl  who  is  deliberately  plan- 
ning a career  to  which  a special  course  of  study  is 
essential,  my  verdict  is  entirely  different.  She  must, 
of  course,  go  to  college. 


‘But  for  an  average  girl  who  intends  to  make  mar- 
riage her  chief  business — and,  thank  heaven,  they  are 
still  in  the  majority — to  waste  four  precious  years  that 
ought  to  be  devoted  to  romantic  adventure,  at  a college 
which  offers  contact  only  with  her  own  sex,  seems 
tragic.  And  what’s  more,  the  experience  is  often 
mighty  unhealthy  for  her  whole  point  of  view  on  sex. 

“Some  wise  author,  I'm  not  sufficiently  educated  to 
remember  his  name,  once  pulled  a splendid  gag  to  the 
effect  that  a little  knowledge  is  a dangerous  thing.  And 
that’s  how  I feel  about  the  knowledge  a girl  gets  at  a 
female  university.  What's  the  value  of  a smattering  of 
the  classics,  a course  in  trig,  or  a sentence  or  two  in  a 
dead  language,  all  of  which  is  soon  forgotten,  as 
against  the  good,  red  hot  warming-up  for  the  business 
of  Life  which  a girl  gets  out  of  normal  social  contacts 
during  the  four  years  which  she  averages  before  mar 
riage  and  after  school?  Why  waste  that  precious  in- 
terval by  putting  a girl  away  in  a sort  of  home  for 
grown-up  female  orphans  where  life  is  artificial  to  the 
nth  degree  and  bears  no  relation  to  her  real  future? 

“Let’s  keep  college  for  the  grinds  and  let  our  mar- 
riageable daughters  struct  their  stuff  at  home.  And  if 
a girl  wants  an  occupation,  let  her  get  a job  of  work. 
Any  work,  practically,  will  teach  her  more  in  a month 
that  will  he  of  real  value-  to  her  than  she’ll  pull  out 
of  four  years  at  Wreckem  College.” 


O. : "I  know  a beautiful  girl  who  is  a wonderful 
dancer  and  very  sociable.  She  has  no  date  the  night  of 
our  prom,  but  I haven't  the  nerve  to  ask  her.  W hat 
shall  I do?” 

A.:  “Just  send  me  her  name,  address  and  phone 
number  and  take  your  sister." 


A telegram  received  at  the  K.A.  house  from  one  of 
their  alumni  read  as  follows : “You  boys  at  the  house 
take  care  of  God  and  I will  take  care  of  the  women." 


Marge:  “So  the  boy  you  were  with  has  trouble  with 
his  vision  ?” 

Madge:  “Yes,  he’s  always  seeing  parking  spots  be- 
fore his  eves.” 


He:  “I’m  going  to  steal  a kiss  from  you.” 
She:  “Let  the  crime  wave  start.” — Bell  Hop. 
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The  Menace 

he  old  man  sighted  carefully  and  fired  again. 
His  little  son,  crouching  beside  him  behind  the 
small  bridge,  held  his  ears  and  whimpered  at 
the  flashing  crack  in  the  black  night. 

“Steady,  son,”  the  man  whispered,  loading  again. 
“They  ain’t  got  no  weapons.  They  can’t  hurt  us.” 

In  front  of  them  dark  figures,  bent  almost  double 
with  heavy  burdens,  scurried  from  tree  to  tree,  or  rose 
quickly  from  behind  bushes  and  loped  to  other  points 
of  protection,  coming  nearer  and  nearer,  the  bridge 
where  the  man  and  boy  lay. 

A squat  figure  leaped  up  from  a fold  in  the  ground, 
one  end  of  a long  cylinder  held  to  his  shoulder.  He 
struggled  pantingly,  cursing  its  dragging  slowness,  and 
dropped  to  the  ground  as  the  rifle  spat. 

“Daddy,  d-daddy,  they're  bringing  a cannon,"  the 
boy  cried.  “They’re  gonna  shoot  us,  daddy,  they’re 
goring  shoot  us.” 

The  old  man  loaded  again.  "That  ain’t  a cannon, 
son,”  he  replied.  “Just  you  stop  crvin’  now.  Every- 
thing’ll be  all  right.” 

His  rifle  cracked  as  another  form  arose  in  the  dark- 
ness and  ran  forward.  This  time  the  bullet  went 
home.  The  man  staggered  and  fell.  The  bag  he  was 
carrying  slumped  to  the  ground  and  a stream  of  round 
objects  rolled  across  the  grass.. 


The  boy’s  trembling  hand  clutched  the  man’s  arm. 
"Daddy,  daddy,  that — that  was  so  a cannon.  He  had 
the  cannon  balls.”  Sobs  shook  his  little  body. 

“They  ain’t  cannon  balls,  son,"  the  father  said,  look- 
ing down  for  a moment  into  the  boy’s  tear  streaked 
face.  “Come  now,  buck  up,  lad.  Thar  ain’t  nothin’ 
gonna  harm  ye.” 

Nearer  and  nearer  drew  the  slinking  silent  figures, 
closing  slowly  on  the  little  bridge. 

One  man  held  back  by  a heavier  burden  than  the 
others,  rushed  out  into  the  open,  making  a bold  attempt 
to  catch  up  with  his  fellows. 

The  boy  stared  at  him  wide  eyed,  and  screamed 
when  he  saw  what  he  carried.  His  thin  voice  quavered 
with  fright.  "He’s  got  guns,  daddy.  That  man's  bring- 
ing guns  up  to  the  other  ones.  I — I could  see  the  butts. 
Oh,  daddy.  Come  away,  daddy,  p-please."  He  jerked 
frantically  at  his  father’s  arm  while  the  old  man  was 
sighting. 

The  man  lowered  his  gun  and  looked  down  at  the 
boy  with  the  first  sign  of  impatience.  “Listen,  son, 
don’t  go  a-pullin’  on  my  arm,  thetaway,”  he  drawled. 
“If  yer  skeered,  go  into  yer  ma.  I ain’t  quittin,  now, 

though.  These  -,  mighta  got  this  little  bridge  up 

on  my  lot  while  1 was  a-sleepin’,  but  I'll  be  hanged  if 
they  get  their  rain  spouts  and  golf  balls  and  shinny 
sticks  in  here  to  finish  their  damned  minachur  golf 
course.” 


And  then  Yale  scored  three  touchdowns 
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MAXIMUM  GRADES  WITH  /MINIMUM  EFFCRT 


Bv  W.  R.  McCallister 


hen  plans  were  first  formulated  for  the  pub- 
lishing of  The  Old  Line,  we  asked  several 
campus  leaders,  whom,  we  felt,  represented 
the  general  opinion  of  the  school,  what  type  material 
they  believed  the  proposed  magazine  should  contain. 
All  were  enthusiastically  unanimous  in  their  choice,  but 
were  willing  to  reconsider  when  we  pointed  out  that 
if  we  followed  their  suggestion  the  magazine  would 
surely  be  banned  from  the  mails  (as,  e.  g\,  look  what 
happened  to  the  Harvard  Lampoon  a few  years  ago) 
and  then  the  alumni  in  Alexandria.  Leavenworth,  etc., 
would  not  receive  the  publication.  As  we  say,  they 
were  all  willing  to  reconsider  (except  a few  irrecon- 
cilabes,  who,  after  looking  over  the  proofs  of  our 
first  number,  said  the  alumni  might  be  able  to  bear 
up  under  the  loss  at  that,  and  one  or  two  others  who 
picketed  our  offices  for  three  days  with  signs,  “To 
hell  with  the  alumni.”  The  Old  Line  and  the  estab- 
lishment of  the  Maximum  grades  with  minimum  effort 
department  is  in  compliance  with  the  majority  of  these 
revised  suggestions. 

In  brief,  they  wanted  someone  with  a B average,  or 
someone  short  of  a B average  but  with  a good  alibi  to 
explain  the  deficiency,  to  tell  the  secret  of  this  scholas- 
tic success,  explaining  the  various  methods  he  uses  in 
study,  “browning”  the  professors,  etc.,  so  that  those 
less  experienced  might  adopt  these  winning  practices 
and  show  a material  improvement  in  their  grades. 

Of  course,  no  one  could  he  found  with  the  first 
qualification,  and  out  of  the  1,126  entries  who  qualified 
for  the  alternative,  1 was  chosen  for  the  position  when 
it  was  explained  that  a C was  handed  out  in  the  second 
semester  of  R.  O.  T.  C.  by  stating  that  on  March  16th, 
because  of  the  horse  play  in  the  rear  rank,  he  misunder- 
stood the  command,  "Left  shoulder  arms,”  and  exe- 
cuted the  parade  rest. 


“You  win,"  the  judges  told  me,  “you  win  easily." 

At  first  the  editors  were  inclined  to  Question  mv 
literary  ability,  but  1 cleared  up  that  point  in  short 
order  when  1 showed  them  eight  rejection  slips  from 
The  / Llantic  Monthly,  and  how  to  make  whisky.  And 
after  we  had  all  had  a good  sample  of  that  kind  of 
drink  I could  have  become  a ranking  member  of  the 
staff,  too,  but  I am  not  that  sort. 

“No,  thanks,”  I told  them,  quietly,  “I’d  rather  scrub 
like  the  rest.” 

And  when  they  remember  my  "I'd  rather  scrub,  like 
the  rest,”  they'll  think  more  of  me.  If  they  can  re- 
member. 

But  to  come  to  the  purpose  of  my  task.  While  form- 
ing my  articles,  the  student’s  problems  will  be  foremost 
in  my  mind  (that  elimin — ) I say  the  student’s  prob- 
lems will  be  foremost  in  my  mind,  and  I will  devote 
my  every  effort  to  smoothing  their  rough  scholastic 
road.  Remember  that  when  you  are  inclined  to  doubt 
the  practicability  of  my  suggestion  ; to  falter,  weighted 
with  conservatism  when  I point  firmly  to  some  short 
cut  which  seems,  at  first  gance,  to  be  the  high  road  to 
hell.  Have  faith  always.  It  might  be  well  to  have 
buttons,  too,  or  little  flags  inscribed  "I  am  out  for  a B 
average.  Watch  out,  proffs  1 For  details  see  the  Maxi- 
mum Grades  With  Minimum  Effort  department  in 
The  Old  Line.”  (That  would  be  quite  a bit  for  a but- 
ton, though;  maybe  we’d  better  make  them  just  flags.) 
You  can  see,  easily  enough,  the  psychological  effect 
such  a slogan  would  have  on  the  faculty. 

The  next  issue  will  contain  my  first  article  on  how  to 
beat  the  grading  racquet.  ( Don’t  try  to  whittle  it  out 
of  me  before  that  time,  either.) 

Follow  religiously  the  instructions  contained  in  this 
and  all  my  subseuent  articles  and  the  whole  course  of 
your  college  career  will  be  altered. 

I can  guarantee  that,  all  right. 


Recent  ad  from  a perfume  and 
soap  factory:  "If  you  don’t  use  our 
soap,  for  God’s  sake  use  our  per- 
fume.”— Siren. 


He : “What  kind  of  lipstick  is 
that?” 

She:  “Kissproof.” 

He:  “Well  rub  it  off  we've  got 
work  to  do  .’’—Burr. 


A pedestrian  is  a girl  who  doesn't 
neck. — Log. 


Ben:  "How  was  your  date  last 
night” 

Hur : "Like  hoarding  house  cof- 
fee.” 

Ben:  “How’s  that?” 

Hur:  "Hot  and  weak.” — Arizona 
Kit  Kat. 


"I’ll  teach  you  to  kiss  my  daugh- 
ter, you  scoundrel.” 

"Ha,  ha.  I've  learned  already.” — 
Sun  Dial. 


Ned:  “That  swell  looking  girl  is 
dead  from  the  neck  up." 

Ted:  "Well,  she  can  bury  her 
head  in  my  arms  any  time.” — Tenn- 
essee Mugwump. 
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Herbert  Clark  Hoover,  President  of  the  United 
States,  has  twenty-six  college  degrees,  nine  more  than 
any  other  person  listed  in  the  latest  edition  of  “Who’s 
Who  In  America."  Charles  Evans  Hughes,  former 
Justice  of  the  Supreme  Court,  and  Nicholas  Murray 
Butler,  president  of  Columbia  University,  are  tied  for 
second  place  with  seventeen  degrees  each. 

* * * 

Eighteen  American  Colleges  and  universities  this  fall 
will  have  flying  clubs  associated  with  the  national  organi- 
zation which  intends  to  promote  aviation  as  a college 
sport.  Plans  for  the  organiation  were  perfected  at  a 
meeting  of  the  Intercollegiate  Aeronautics  Associa- 
tion held  in  conjunction  with  the  all-American  Aircraft 
Show  in  Detroit. 

* * * 

The  last  word  in  week-ends  at  Princeton  now  is  to 
drive  down  to  Florida  for  a two  day  stay  and  back 
without  cutting  any  more  than  three  or  four  classes. 
This  is  the  accomplishment  of  two  Princeton  seniors 
who  drove  down  to  Miami. 

* * * 

Miss  Agnes  E.  Wells,  dean  of  women  at  Indiana 
University,  gave  five  fundamental  reasons  for  trouble 
among  college  students.  They  were:  "No  one  wants 
to  go  to  bed.  Once  in  bed,  no  one  wants  to  get  up. 
Youth  does  not  admire  old  age.  Young  people  do  not 
know  how  to  spend  money.  No  girl  knows  how  to 
behave  with  boy  friends."  Miss  Wells  said  that  she 
was  quoting  from  Eleanor  Rowland  Wembridge, 
referee  of  the  juvenile  court  at  Cleveland. 

* * * 

One  o'clock  parties  have  become  a thing  of  the  past 
at  the  University  of  Wisconsin  this  year.  Junior  Prom 
will  be  the  sole  exception  to  this  new  regulation. 

* * * 

According  to  statistics  in  the  past  twenty  years,  more 
than  forty-eight  per  cent  of  the  University  of  Wiscon- 
sin women  graduates  have  not  married,  while  Ohio 
State  and  Illinois  have  each  produced  forty-six  per- 
cent spinsters. 

* * * 

Modern  college  education  has  been  called  a handi- 
cap in  business  by  Floyd  E.  Carlisle,  head  of  a New 
York  banking  institution.  Mr.  Carlisle  says:  “From 
my  experience  the  average  college  man  enters  business 
late.  The  most  formative  period  of  his  life,  from 
eighteen  to  twenty-three,  is  spent  in  a place  where  he 
acquires  lazy  habits  of  thinking." 


A novel  innovation  in  the  women’s  physical  educa- 
tion program  at  Ohio  State  is  the  reducing  class.  Co- 
eds with  surplus  of  avoirdupois  may  enroll  in  the 
course  and  take  off  the  hated  pounds  by  modern 
methods,  and  electrically-run  apparatus.  Of  even  more 
interest  is  the  fact  that  they  receive  the  usual  P.E. 
credit  for  their  inspired  efforts.  Horseback  riding, 
archery,  and  golf  are  also  included  in  the  athletic  cur- 
riculum. 

* * * 

Coeds  at  the  University  of  Washington  have  put  a 
ban  on  “petting.”  The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  has  issued  a “Ten 
Commandments  of  Popularity"  which  calls  for  the  fol- 
lowing requirements : “Always  be  a lady.  Dress  in  taste 
and  then  don’t  let  your  actions  spoil  the  effect.  Be  a 
sport  always  without  yielding  your  ideals.  Keep  up 
on  current  events.  Light  chatter  is  sometimes  un- 
wanted. There  is  always  a time  for  serious  topics.  Do 
not  ‘neck’  or  kiss  promiscuously.  A girl  whose  per- 
sonality is  attractive  enough  can  get  by  without  it. 
Above  all  things,  be  feminine." 

* * * 

Chinese  who  reecived  their  education  in  the  United 
States  have  organized  a University  club  in  Shanghai. 

;fs  :{c 

Senior  Leap  Week  at  the  University  of  Oregon 
means  that  for  one  whole  week  the  women  make  the 
dates  and  part  with  the  money.  The  idea  originated 
eight  years  ago  when  a group  of  men  were  discussing 
the  improbability  of  a certain  girl  ever  having  a date. 
The  men  decided  to  accept  the  first  date  offered  regard- 
less of  the  girl. 

* * * 

College  men  at  the  University  of  Nebraska  have  at 
their  disposal  a course  in  the  selection  of  clothing. 
The  course  includes  instructions  on  what  to  wear, 
where  to  wear  it,  colors  and  designs  fitted  to  different 
types  of  men,  and  telling  good  from  poor  material. 
The  course  is  offered  by  the  Home  Economics  depart- 
ment. 

* * * 

From  a group  of  themes  submitted  recently  to  a 
certain  English  professor  on  the  Ohio  University  Cam- 
pus, it  is  discovered  that  the  majority  of  freshmen  in 
that  class  do  not  believe  that  women  should  smoke. 
The  main  reason  given  by  98  per  cent  of  the  theme 
writers  was  that  women  should  think  first  of  their 
health. 


TAIL  IKING  WITH  TILL  S BECKS 


One  blackball  will  no  longer  keep  a girl  from  be- 
coming a pledge  of  Alpha  Omicron  Pi.  This  conclusion 
was  reached  after  a thorough  discussion  among  active 
and  alumnae  delegates  at  the  last  convention.  The 
opinion  of  the  group  now  weighs  more  heavily  than 
that  of  the  single  member. 

One  of  the  two  Juillard  fellowships  in  music  award- 
ed as  a result  of  national  competition  held  in  New 
York  City  recently  was  won  by  Louise  Rood,  a Kappa 
Delta  from  the  University  of  Wisconsin. 

W.  E.  Lee,  a member  of  Phi  Delta  Theta,  is  the  newest 
member  of  the  Interstate  Commerce  Commission. 

Twelve  members  of  Phi  Sigma  Kappa  at  Ohio  State 
were  forced  to  flee  from  the  dormitory  of  their  frater- 
nity house  when  a fire  caused  by  an  overheated  fur- 
nace destroyed  the  house.  The  students  were  com- 
pelled to  climb  out  of  their  third  floor  window  on  to 
a roof  and  jump  to  a tree  to  descend  to  the  ground. 

Thomas  Arkle  Clark,  Dean  of  men  at  the  University 
of  Illinois,  and  author  of  many  fraternity  articles,  is 
Worthy  Grand  Chief  of  Alpha  Tan  Omega. 

To  better  assimilate  new  chapters,  Kappa  Kappa 
Gamma  selects  an  active  member  and  pays  her  ex- 
penses for  a year  to  live  with  the  new  group.  She 
spends  a month  at  the  central  office  preceding  her 
residence. 

Vernon  M.  Williams,  General  Secretary  of  Sigma 
Nu,  says:  “Rough  House  Initiations,  Informal  Initia- 
tions. Hazing,  that  period  when  the  lowly  freshman  is 
put  through  a series  of  mental  and  physical  torturing 
experiences  is  an  institution  which  has  caused  more 


embarrassing  difficulty  in  college  communities  than  any 
other  phase  of  group  life  conditions." 

Claude  Thompson’s,  Delta  Sigma  Phi,  University  of 
Nebraska  mark  of  7 8-10  in  the  60  yard  high  hurdles 
established  at  the  Bix  Six  indoor  meet  at  Columbia 
squals  the  world's  record  for  that  distance. 

Admiral  Richard  Evelyn  Byrd,  noted  explorer  and 
scientist,  is  a Kappa  Alpha  (Southern). 

Robert  E.  Lee  was  the  spiritual  founder  of  Kappa 
Alpha  (Southern). 

Lou'  Gehrig,  who  shares  home  run  honors  with 
“Babe"  Ruth,  on  the  New  York  Yankee  baseball  club, 
is  a Phi  Delta  Theta. 

Hazel  Shoemaker,  the  only  woman  debate  manager 
among  the  co-educational  institutions  of  the  Pacific 
Coast,  and  the  only  girl  who  attended  the  annual  meet- 
ing of  the  Pacific  Forensic  League,  is  a member  of 
Kappa  Delta. 

Zane  Grey,  noted  author,  is  a Sigma  Nu. 

Theta  Chi  was  among  the  pioneers,  if  not  the  pioneer 
in  legislating  against  the  use  of  liquor  at  fraternity 
affairs  and  on  fraternity  property,  declaring  for  dry- 
ness, including  conventions,  as  early  as  1917. 

In  Sigma  Phi  Sigma  a candidate  for  initiation  is  re- 
quired to  maintain  for  one  complete  semester  a grade 
equal  to  or  better  than  that  grade  required  by  his  in- 
stitution for  graduation. 

Mrs.  Herbert  Hoover’s  greatest  delight  is  to  drive 
about  Washington  in  her  own  car.  She  is  a Kappa 
Kappa  Gamma. 

(Continued  on  Page  32) 


By  W.  H.  (Bill)  Hottel 


rowig  thletics  at  the  University  of  Maryland,  just 
as  at  all  other  institutions,  are  the  basework 
of  student  activities  and  form  a big  part  of 
university  life.  They  help  to  build  character  and  a 
strong  body,  aid  in  giving  the  student  the  fine  concep- 
tion of  loyalty  which  marks  the  college  man,  develop 
keen  minds,  resourcefulness  and  courage;  they  form 
the  strongest  of  ties  that  bind  the  student  and  alum- 
nus to  their  institution.  Athletics  are  the  greatest 
force  for  college  unity  and  for  individual  accomplish- 
ment. 


Ideals  encouraged  and  fostered  in  athletics  form  the 
basis  of  the  integrity  and  strength  which  big  men  so 
much  need  to  be  successful.  Athletics  offer  opportuni- 
ties for  the  systematic  development  of  a sound  body, 
without  which  even  the  most  brilliant  mind  is  greatly 
handicapped.  They  combine  with  that  the  requisites 
that  go  to  make  the  manly  man  and  develop  a higher 
form  of  citizenship. 


Curley  Byrd  is  celebrating  his  19th  year  at  Mary- 
land in  his  various  capacities  as  assistant  to  the  Presi- 
dent, athletic,  director  and  football  coach,  by  turning 
out  one  of  the  flashiest  and  most  colorful  elevens  the 
Old  Liners  ever  have  boasted. 

When  this  little  piece  for  the  debut  appearance  of 
The  Old  Line  was  smacked  off  our  rusty  (not  trusty) 
typewriter,  the  Terrapins  had  sullied  that  name  by 
showing  a world  of  speed  in  decisively  beating  Wash- 
ington College,  St.  John's,  Virginia  Military  Insti- 
tute, and  University  of  Virginia,  and  putting  up  a 
whale  of  a battle  in  losing  to  Yale  and  being  nosed 
out  by  North  Carolina.  In  fact,  the  Old  Liners  out- 
played Yale  for  three  periods  and  outgained  North 
Carolina  by  a wide  margin. 

Curley  has  some  nice  material,  exceptional,  at  least 
for  Maryland,  in  two  or  three  cases,  but  not  compar- 


ing, as  a whole,  to  that  possessed  by  any  of  the  major 
teams  the  Old  Liners  have  on  their  schedule,  and  it  is 
mainly  his  master  mind  that  has  developed  what  sev- 
eral coaches  in  the  know  have  declared  to  be  “the  best 
offense  in  the  country.” 

In  a recent  fanfest,  Curley  named  the  coach  at  one 
of  the  big  universities  as  being,  in  his  opinion,  the  best 
in  the  nation — “the  man  who  can  get  the  most  out  of 
the  material  at  hand.”  This  coach's  name  later  was 
whispered  to  Burton  Shipley,  who  helps  in  football  and 
tutors  the  Old  Line  varsity  basket  ball  and  baseball 
combinations. 

"He's  wrong,”  said  Ship.  “He  might  be  right  with 
one  exception.  You  want  to  know  who  is  the  best  coach 
in  the  country?” 

We  knew,  but,  naturally,  we  asked:  “Who?” 

“Curley  Byrd,”  said  Ship,  confirming  an  opinion 
we  had  held  for  many  years.  “Why,  if  he  had  the 
material  they  have  at  some  of  the  big  schools  they 
never  would  lick  him.” 

And  scholastic  attainment  and  athletics  go  hand  in 
hand  at  Maryland.  Despite  the  fact  that  the  Old  Liners 
play  12  games  this  season,  most  of  them  away,  only 
one  full  day  from  class  will  he  lost. 

Curley  wouldn’t  even  get  the  boys  out  an  hour  early 
one  day  to  have  a big  newspaper  take  their  pictures  for 
full  page  illustration. 

Today’s  game  with  Washington  and  Lee  marks  the 
beginning  of  the  second  half  of  the  Maryland  schedule, 
the  rest  of  it  being  as  follows: 

November  15 — Virginia  Poly  at  Norfolk;  22— Navy 
at  Annapolis;  27 — John  Hopkins  at  Baltimore 

Stadium  ; 29— Vanderbilt  at  Nashville ; December  6 — • 
Western  Maryland  at  Baltimore  Stadium. 

Win  or  lose,  there  will  be  a "kick"  in  every  one  of 
them. 


hose  of  you  who  have  proceeded  this  far  were 
probably  caught  by  the  heading.  If  the  lure 
still  holds  try  reading  the  rest. 

So  much  for  the  prelude,  now.  down  to  business 
When  this  effort  gets  to  the  reader,  it  supposedly  will 
he  the  Eighth  of  turkey  month,  so  here  goes  for  a neo- 
phyte’s report  on  the  shows  of  that  week. 

If  it  has  finished  “Checking  and  Double  Checking,’’ 
the  Fifteenth  Street  Playhouse  will  entertain  with  “The 
Silver  Horde,’’  featuring  Evelyn  Brent  and  Louis 
Wolheim.  This  picture  is  billed  as  a sledge-fisted 
romance  of  the  great  Alaska  salmon  run.  The  story 
is  by  Rex  Beach,  and  should  appeal  to  the  outdoor 
fans.  Miss  Brent  does  excellent  work. 

Just  around  the  corner  at  Mr.  Fox's  arena,  you  will 
see  Warner  Baxter  fighting  through  a picture  called 
“The  Renegades."  Assisting  him,  is  none  other  than 
our  old  friend  Noah  Beery.  The  reports  are  that  this 
war  film  is  causing  packed  houses  all  over  the  coun- 
try. This  will  be  my  best  bet  of  the  week.  Of  course, 
another  of  those  “Ideas”  from  the  Coast,  or  some- 
where, will  reflect  the  footlights.  Don’t  forget  those 
two  organists,  who  alone  are  worth  the  price  of  admis- 
sion. 

Walking  down  on  “Eff"  Street  (after  getting- 
weighed  at  Bonds)  we  stop  in  at  the  Collegians’  meet- 
ing place.  What!  You  didn't  know  that  it  was  the 
Palace?  You  must  be  a “student.”  Talking  with  old 
friends,  we  find  that  Walter  Huston  in  “The  Virtuous 
Sin"  is  flickering.  Here  we  have  Huston  as  a harsh 
Cossack  general.  Pathos  and  beauty  are  brought  out 
by  Kay  Francis.  The  stage  is  unknown  at  this  writ- 
ing, but  one  seldom  is  “gyped”  at  the  Palace  stage. 
The  Chester  Hale  girls  are  probably  performing  at 
the  Capitol,  or  trying  out  at  White  Plains,  N.  Y.  To 
those  whom  it  may  concern,  your  old  friend  Wesley 
Eddy  is  now  playing  on  Broadway.  Good  luck,  Wes. 

At  the  Columbia,  there  is  a fast  moving  tale  of 
“Those  Three  French  Girls.”  Reginald  Denny  and 
Cliff  Edwards  do  some  excellent  playing.  Those 
French  dames  just  must  be  seen  as  well  as  heard.  This 
should  appeal  to  the  “Jassy  Juniors.” 


The  two  Warner  Brothers  coin  collectors,  namely, 
the  Metropolitan  and  Earle,  both  have  excellent  offer- 
ings. At  the  former,  the  feature  is  a sound  version 
of  the  “Gorilla,”  starring  Lila  Lee,  and  the  joyful  Joe 
Frisco.  This  certainly  should  be  amusing,  or,  "mav- 
be  I'm  wrong."  The  Earle  shows  “Vodil,”  featuring 
the  well  known  Bronx  Sisters,  Queens  of  Harmony. 
On  the  screen  will  he  “Lovze  in  the  Rough,”  with 
Robert  Montgomery,  Dorothy  Jordan  and  Benny  Ru- 
bin. This  tale  of  golfdom  was  made  successful  by  its 
music.  “Go  Home  and  Tell  Your  Mother”  is  one  of 
the  best  song  hits. 

Over  on  the  street  of  forgotten  dates  at  the  Rialto, 
there  flashes  a mystifier,  “The  Cat  Creeps."  Helen 
Twelvetrees  heads  the  cast. 

Tn  our  nearby  suburb,  the  Arcade  offers  a group  of 
selected  talkies.  On  Saturday  the  eighth  you  can  see 
Walter  Huston  in  “The  Bad  Man.”  This  is  of  the 
dashing,  lady-killing  variety.  Also  worthy  of  note  is 
"The  Spoilers,”  on  November  seventeenth  and 
eighteenth.  In  this,  one  of  Rex  Beach's  thrilling  novels 
is  brought  to  the  talking  screen.  This  tale  of  Alaskan 
gold  rushing  you  will  find  Gary  Cooper,  Kay  Johnson, 
and  Betty  Compson.  Try  the  Arcade,  remember,  you 
save  both  time  and  money  ! 

Last  and  probably  least  (with  Marylanders)  are 
the  “Legit"  Theatres.  Trying  to  be  serious,  are  we 
not  fortunate  in  having  a chance  to  see  the  best  that 
the  speaking  stage  has  to  offer?  For  instance,  this 
week  there  is  the  famous  George  Cohan,  who  is  on 
tour  for  the  first  time  in  many  years.  His  play  is 
“The  Tavern,”  at  the  National.  Following  this,  there 
is  quite  a change,  it  being  none  other  than  that 
“Sketchy  Sketch  Book."  Take  it  or  leave  it,  just  as 
you  think  best. 

Over  at  the  Belasco  they  are  trying  out  a successful 
French  play  in  an  English  adaptation.  The  name  is 
“Marseilles,”  but  what  it  is  about  I don’t  know.  Why 
not  ask  the  man  from  the  South? 

Ouch  ! That  was  the  final  that  puts  a stop  to  this 
and  sends  me  to  dreamland. 

(Curtain.) 


“Dearest,”  he  pleaded  in  tender 
voice, 

“I’ve  loved  no  one  but  thee.” 
“Then  you  may  go,”  said  the  dizzy 
blonde, 

“No  amateurs  for  me.” 


Sweet  Thing  (disgusted)  : “My 
boy  friend  has  cold  feet.” 

Maid:  “Shame  on  you,  young 
lady.  In  my  day  we  didn't  find  out 
these  things  until  after  we  were 
married.” — Iowa  Frivol. 


First  Girl  (to  the  other  girl)  : 
"Gee,  I’d  do  anything  to  get  to  the 
dance  tonight.” 

Male  Voice  (sounding  at  rear)  : 
"In  that  case,  we  ought  to  be  able  to 
fix  it  up .” — Mountain  Goat. 


By  George  W.  Fogg 


have  always  wanted  to  read  a first  class  novel 
centered  on  people  and  places  that  I know 
well,  and  in  Booth  Tarkington's  Mirthful 
Haven  I get  my  wish.  New  England  as  a whole  and 
Maine  in  particular  have  never  had  kinder  and  more 
just  treatment  than  in  this  novel  of  “summer  people” 
and  “natives”  in  Mirthful  Haven,  Maine.  The  town 
is  fictitious,  but  is  located  near  Yarmouth,  which  is 
on  the  rna]).  Captain  Embury  is  one  of  the  few  “real" 
New  England  characters  I have  ever  seen  in  fiction. 
The  plot  concerns  Long  Harry  Pelter,  relic  of  a 300 
year  old  Mirthful  Haven  family,  who  lives  in  a lit- 
tle shack  on  the  shore  with  his  fifteen  year  old  daugh- 
ter. Pride  in  his  old  family  and  unreasonable  hatre  1 
for  the  summer  visitors,  who  regard  his  hut  as  an 
evesore  and  wish  to  buy  it  from  him  to  get  rid  of  it, 
seasons  his  whole  existence  and  his  daughter's  also. 

This  daughter,  Edna,  is  a strange  person,  not  actually 
a local  “type.”  A rather  equivocal  reputation  denies 
her  any  sincere  attentions  from  the  natives.  Wlrle  at 
a school  where  her  grandmother  has  sent  her,  she  be- 
comes acquainted  with  Gordon  Corning,  one  of  the 
summer  people  of  Mirthful  Haven,  and  her  desire  to 
keep  her  real  name  and  family  connection  a secret 
from  Gordon  while  he  is  at  Mirthful  Haven  is  her 
greatest  problem.  The  story  has  an  unexpected  ending. 

Free  from  maudlin  sentiments  and  hysterics,  this 
story  is  simple,  forceful,  and  entertaining. 

The  “Edwardians”  are  the  people  who  followed  the 
Victorians,  you  know.  The  Victorians  were  prim  and 
correct.  The  Edwardians  looked  that  way  but  acted 
differently.  Hon.  Victoria  Sackville-lVest’s  The  Ed- 
wardians is  about  these  people — a “fast  set"  which 
seemed  to  center  around  the  circumspect  favor  of  the 
King. 

The  story  opens  with  the  young  hero,  Sebastian, 
“nineteen,  dark  and  handsome,"  climbing  out  of  a win- 
dow to  avoid  some  dull  guests  at  his  seven  acre  house, 
“Chevron.”  It  continues  with  a fairly  frank  discus- 
sion of  his  affair  with  the  wife  of  Lord  Roehampton, 
of  an  unsuccessful  affair  with  the  wife  of  a doctor,  a 
more  successful  one  with  a model,  and  the  mention  of 
another  with  a tenant’s  daughter.  A good  deal  of  space 
is  given  over  to  the  difference  between  outward  appear- 
ance and  covert  actions  amongst  the  members  of  this 
privileged  set,  and  to  the  description  of  the  daily  life 
of  this  enormous  English  establishment,  which,  we  un- 
derstand, is  the  author’s  own  birthplace,  Knole,  under 
another  name. 


The  book  is  rather  gloomy,  though  never  sad.  Its 
attractiveness  lies  in  the  careful  descriptions,  and  the 
pretty  well  balanced  motives  of  the  principal  char- 
acters. It’s  worth  reading,  hut  don’t  expect  an  “action 
novel." 

Anyone  who  thinks  that  the  numbers  consist  of  1,  2, 
3,  etc.  and  that  there  is  nothing  more  to  be  said  about 
them  will  be  quickly  disillusioned  by  Dr.  Dantsig’s 
Number:  The  Language  of  Science.  Graced  with  the 
portraits  of  eleven  famous  mathematicians,  this  popu- 
lar explanation  of  higher  mathematics  is  placed  on  an 
historical  framework  extending  from  Pythagoras  to 
Burali-Forti. 

A chapter  heading  like  “The  Unutterable”  sounds 
more  like  Sax  Rohmer  or  Sir  H.  Rider  Haggard  than 
a book  on  mathematics.  However,  we  discover  that  the 
Pythagoreans  forbade  their  members  to  speak  of  irra- 
tional numbers,  because  they  were  considered  the 
mistakes  of  the  Gods ! 

Number  is  the  language  of  science  because  it  gives 
generalizations  without  adding  any  coloring  in  the 
means  of  expression,  and  because  it  limits  scientific 
generalities  to  provable  statements. 

The  book  is  far  more  valuable  as  a teacher  of  logical 
thinking  than  as  a simplifier  of  mathematics.  Even 
the  easy  and  clear  style  of  writing  does  not  make  up 
for  a certain  facility  with  mathematics  which  the  read- 
er may  have  to  acquire  from  a dictionary. 

Another  publication  from  our  campus  which  prob- 
ably will  not  get  quite  so  much  public  notice  is  a col- 
lection of  Middle  English  Metrica  Romances  by  Dr. 
Charles  B.  Hale,  of  our  English  department,  and  Dr. 
Walter  French,  of  Cornell.  Careful  comparison  with 
old  manuscripts,  and  wise  choice  of  selections  should 
make  this  a standard  work  in  this  field. 

Book-of-the-month  clubs  are  becoming  so  numerous 
that  it  will  soon  he  necessary  to  have  a club  to  pick 
out  Book-of-the-month  clubs  for  us.  The  two  prin- 
cipal selections  from  this  source  for  November  are 
“Waters  Under  The  Aarth”  (Ostenso)  by  the  Lit- 
erary Guild  and  “Lives  of  a Zengal  Lancer"  (Yeats- 
Brown)  by  the  Book-of-the-month  Club. 

Strange  to  tell,  the  second  best  seller  in  non-fiction 
for  September  was  “The  Strange  Death  of  President 
Harding,”  by  Gaston  B.  Means. 

The  use  of  advertising  “leaders,”  long  recognized 
among  grocers  and  clothiers,  seems  to  be  coming  to  the 
book  trade.  It  is  said  that  one  of  the  big  New  York 
department  stores  has  been  selling  some  books  at 
ten  cents  which  cost  them  fiftv-three  cents. 
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THE  WELL  DRESSED  MAN  ABOUT 
THE  CAMPUS 


— Notes  on  what  is  “favored” — courtesy  the 
Meyer’s  Shop,  Washington,  D.  C. 


THE  HAT — snapbrim,  curled  up  neatly  in  back 
(the  darker  shades  are  prominent) 


THE  SHIRT — it’s  still  the  white  madras,  broad- 
cloth and  oxford  collar  attached  shirt  (with 
collar  pin)  — 

also — plain  color  or  neat  stripes  that  con- 
trast smartly  with  suit. 


'LIES — the  Magadorn  stripes  are  popular — blues 
and  reds  and  browns  and  greens  also — 
small  patterns — hand  made  cravats  silk 
lined. 


THE  SUIT— 

Style — 2 button  notch 
lapels 

button  notch 
lapels 

some  men  find 
room  for  a dou- 
breasted  suit — 
— the  four  piece 
suit  is  a heavy 
favorite  — it 
adds  variety  to 
the  wardrobe. 


TOPCOAT — knee  length 
raglan  and  set  in  sleeves 
— half  belted  back — 
heavy  tweed  mixtures — 
greys  and  brown  most 
prominent  — camel  hair 
and  coats  that  “ap- 
proach" it  in  texture, 
but  are  less  expensive 
are  dominant — 


( )\’ERCOATS — burly  and  wool  and  fuzzy  is  the 
winter  season — belts — half  belts — single  or 
double  breasted 

All  in  all  it  looks  like  an  interesting  year  for 
the  well  dressed  man  on  the  campus. 
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hate  his  guts,  but  what  of  it?"  He  looked  defiance 
at  the  fat  man  on  the  other  side  of  the  table. 

Porky  reached  over  and  patted  his  arm.  “Plenty 
of  it,"  he  responded.  “If  you  really  want  that  girl,  you 
can  get  her,  and  I’ll  tell  you  how  to  do  it.  First  of 
all,  tell  me  about  the  other  guy.  What's  his  name?" 

“Harold.’’ 

“My  God,"  Porky  yelped.  "And  you  let  a thing 
like  that  get  you  down?  What's  the  attraction  about 
Harold,  money?” 

"No,  not  money.  It’s  just  his  line.  He’s  a great 
big  guy,  doesn’t  go  here  to  school.  He  writes  the  lousi- 
est poetry  you  ever  heard,  and  besides  that,  he  sings.” 

"Tenor?”  Porkey  wanted  to  know. 

“Yeah.” 

Porky  snorted  his  contempt  for  tenors.  “Just  as 
I thought,”  he  murmured.  “But  I still  know  a cure 
for  that.” 

“What,  laryngitis?” 

No.  I mean  for  the  woman.  She  needs  compe- 
tetiveitis.” 

Joe  turned  a horror  stricken  countenance  toward  his 
friend.  “Say,  you're  not  thinking  of  wishing  another 
dame  on  me  are  you?”  he  barely  whispered. 

Porky  nodded  complacently.  “I  do,”  he  confirmed 
Joe's  direst  suspicions.  "Is  there  a dance  at  the  gym 
tonight ?” 

“Yes,  there’s  a dance,  hut  I'm  damned  if  you’ll  get 
me  to  it,”  Joe  exploded,  “because,  I’m  through  with  all 
women.” 

Porky  rose  from  the  table,  “We’d  see  about  that," 
he  answered  smoothly. 

The  dance  was  over.  As  Joe  stood  at  the  foot  of  the 
gym  steps,  waiting  for  his  date  to  collect  her  wraps. 
Porky  came  up  to  him,  “Any  luck  wdtli  Christine?" 
he  inquired. 

“No,  I haven't  seen  much  of  her,"  wTas  the  dis- 
gruntled reply. 

Porky  slapped  the  boy  on  the  hack,  “That's  the  idea,  ’ 
he  applauded.  "Be  indifferent.  That's  what  gets  them.’ 

Joe  regarded  his  friend  without  enthusiasm.  “The 
hell  it  is,"  he  contradicted.  "Christine  isn’t  even  here. 
She  and  her  poet  left  about  an  hour  ago,  so  I can  con- 
tinue being  as  indifferent  as  I please,  a lot  of  good  it 
will  do  me.” 

“You  played  such  a classic  game  today,  that  I was 
hoping  you  had  forgotten  about  her,"  sighed  Porky, 
“But  how  do  you  like  your  date,  Millie?”  he  changed 
the  subject. 

"She’s  plenty  sharp,  but  that’s  all.  Now  let’s  talk 
about  me.  Porky.  What  am  I supposed  to  do,  go  home 
(Continued  on  Page  28 1 
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to  hed?  I can  be  indifferent  there,  too,  and  with  just 
as  much  success  as  any  place  else." 

"Bed,  nothing,"  Porky  grunted,  “we  haven’t  even 
started  yet,  man.  This  is  Homecoming,  we’re  going  to 
stay  up  all  night.  First  stop  from  here  is  the  road- 
house that  the  crowd  was  talking  about  before  the 
dance.  Christine  will  he  there,  and  that’s  where  we  get 
in  our  dirty  work.  Remember,  you’re  to  concentrate 
your  attentions  on  Millie;  dance  with  her;  talk  to  her; 
make  love  to  her ; do  your  stuff.  As  a result,  Chris- 
tine will  get  jealous,  leave  her  pansy,  Harold,  and 
that's  all  there  is  to  it.  Simple,  isn’t  it?" 

"To  damned  simple,  if  you  ask  me,"  Joe  muttered. 

Jangled  sounds  of  harsh,  grateing  voices,  tinkling 
glasses,  throbbing  music  and  tov-noisemakers,  greeted 
Joe  and  Millie  as  they  entered  the  night  club.  Once 
inside  the  door,  they  were  forced  to  pause  for  a moment 
to  allow  their  eyes  time  to  pierce  the  heavy  curtain  of 
smoke  that  covered  the  place.  The  odors  of  gin,  ham- 
burg  steak,  lemons,  cigarettes,  garlic,  and  people  per- 
meated the  atmosphere.  A crash  of  glassware  drew 
Joe’s  attention  to  a table  at  the  far  end  of  the  room. 
He  recognized  several  members  of  his  party,  and  he 
guided  Millie  in  that  direction.  On  the  way,  they  were 
greeted  hilariously  by  people  from  the  school,  who  had 
drifted  into  the  club  earlier  in  the  evening.  Joe  noticed 
that  the  college  people  were  the  only  ones  in  the  place 
who  were  not  drinking.  He  smiled  to  himself  as  he 
thought  of  the  flaming  treatises  he  had  read  on  the  sub- 
ject of  liquor,  all  of  which  had  condemned  the  col- 
legiate crowd. 

Porky  had  heat  them  to  the  place.  He  hailed  the  new 
arrival  and  made  room  for  them  at  his  table.  Chris- 
tine and  Harold  were  sitting  with  the  same  party. 
Mentally,  Joe  congratulated  the  wiley  Porky  on  his 
diplomatic  play.  Christine  greeted  them  cooly,  and 
left  the  table  to  dance.  Her  frigid  welcome  unnerved 
Joe,  and  he  determined  to  drop  the  whole  affair.  At 
his  first  opportunity,  he  confided  his  intentions  in 
Porky,  who  gave  him  a disgusted  look  as  he  remarked, 
"I'm  sorry  you  feel  that  way,  Joe.  I’m  disappointed 
in  you.  There  doesn’t  seem  to  be  much  to  you  in  the 
way  of  stamina.  Well — I guess  that’s  all." 

"I  guess  I ain’t  got  what  it  takes,"  Joe  finished 
weakly.  He  felt  like  a fool,  and  he  decided  that  he 
needed  a drink.  Millie,  it  apeared.  had  a flask,  all  her 
own,  and  she  shared  it  with  him. 

They  danced  together,  and  Joe  decided  that  he  liked 
her  style  ; she  was  the  kind  of  a girl  a college  boy  should 
date.  These  coeds  were  too  serious.  Millie  was  the 
type  all  right.  He  told  her  about  it.  “Millie,  you’ve 
(Continued  on  Page  29) 
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got  what  it  takes,  and  college  girls  are  washouts  any 
place  you  find  them.”  The  phrase  seemed  familiar, 
“You’ve  got  what  it  takes.”  He  repeated  it  over  and 
over.  He  and  Millie  sang  it  to  the  tune  of  “Body 
and  Soul.”  Joe  decided  that  they  were  pretty  good. 

Millie’s  spirits  roes  and  rose  as  her  flask's  spirits 
sank  and  sank.  Finally  she  became  so  exuberant  that 
she  climbed  up  on  a table  and  demonstrated  the  “Vir- 
ginia Beach.”  Joe  was  taken  in  by  her  dancing.  He 
went  from  table  to  table  and  invited  people  to  view 
Millie’s  abilities.  He  clapped  repeatedly  for  encores 
to  which  Millie  never  failed  to  respond.  Joe  looked 
around  for  Christine.  He  wanted  her  to  enjoy  the 
spectacle  but  he  couldn't  find  her,  so  he  returned  his 
attention  to  Millie.  He  yelled  hoarsely  and  stamped 
his  feet,  until  in  the  midst  of  everything,  he  felt  a 
heat  wave  spread  over  him.  Tapping  the  shoulder  of  a 
man  who  stood  near  him,  Joe  asked  if  the  place  was  on 
fire.  The  stranger  assured  him  that  it  wasn’t  and  sug- 
gested that  Joe  go  outside  and  take  a little  walk  for 
himself. 

Stumbling  through  a confusion  of  tables  and  chairs. 
Joe  found  his  way  to  the  door,  and  nearly  fell  out  on 


• his  face  and  hands.  He  wandered  about  among  the 
parked  cars,  and  finally  sat  down  on  the  running  board 
of  one  of  them.  He  stayed  there  for  some  time.  He 
slid  his  feet  over  the  icy  ground  and  remembered  that 
he  hadn’t  brought  his  overcoat  with  him.  He  realized 
that  he  might  contract  pneumonia,  and  the  thought 
brought  tears  to  his  eyes,  because  he  knew  that  his  decis- 
ion to  give  up  Christine  had  done  him  out  of  a chance 
to  write  her  a sweet,  heartrending  note  of  forgiveness, 
on  his  deathbed.  He  was  about  to  indulge  in  a good 
cry,  when  a sudden  motion  in  a car  near  him  attracted 
his  roving  eyes. 

He  strove  to  focus  his  eyes  on  the  car,  because 
there  seemed  to  be  something  peculiar  about  it.  He 
sensed  a struggle  of  some  kind.  Taking  several  deep 
breaths  of  the  cold  air  to  clear  his  head,  he  steadied 
himself  by  leaning  against  his  car.  Then  keeping  his 
gaze  centered  on  the  opposite  car,  he  made  his  way 
to  it  and  opened  the  door. 

The  semi-strangled  voice  of  Christine  brought  him 
half  way  hack  to  sobriety  and  then  the  feel  of  a big 
hand  pushing  against  his  face  together  with  the  unmis- 
takable voice  of  Harold  Towers  growling,  “Get  out 
of  here,  you  lunkhead,”  cleared  his  brain.  Joe  felt 
something  click  in  his  head,  and  at  once  he  was  pos- 
( Continued  on  Page  30) 
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sessed  of  a desire  to  fight,  to  destroy.  It  seemed  to 
him  that  something  he  treasured  was  being  cheapened 
and  smirched. 

He  leaped  for  the  door  of  the  car  and  tore  it  open 
again.  His  hand  came  in  contact  with  a rough  coat, 
which  he  knew  must  he  a man’s,  so  he  began  to  beat 
in  that  direction  with  his  fists.  Towers  left  the  car 
by  another  door,  and  Joe  rushed  around  to  meet  him. 
Still  groggy  from  the  gin.  he  paused  for  a moment  to 
get  his  bearings.  He  shut  his  eyes,  and  as  he  did  he 
felt  a hammering  blow  on  his  jaw  which  knocked  him 
to  the  ground  and  his  head  smacked  the  ice.  He  lav 
there  for  a minute.  There  was  a beehive  in  his  brain, 
and  one  of  the  bees  kept  calling  to  him,  "Josie.  Josie." 
He  woke  up  and  shook  his  head.  He  could  still  hear 
the  buzzing  sounds,  then  he  realized  that  it  was  the 
sound  of  a motor  trying  to  turn  over.  He  rose  to  his 
feet  .and  stumbled  to  the  car,  again.  Towers  was  in- 
side. but  he  was  having  difficulty  with  the  car.  Joe 
climbed  in  after  him,  and  sprang  on  the  crouching 
figure.  Together  the  two  of  them  rolled  out  of  the 
door,  and  on  to  the  ground.  Joe  managed  to  get  to  his 
feet  just  in  time  to  see  the  huge  bulk  of  the  Towers 
man  charging  for  him.  A trickle  of  blood  ran  down 
Joe’s  face  and  blinded  him,  and  helplessly  he  held  up 
his  left  arm  in  defense,  and  struck  out  wildly  with 
his  right.  His  first  collided  with  something,  and  then 
he  heard  the  thud  of  a falling  body. 

He  wiped  the  blood  off  his  face  with  his  bare  hands, 
and  looking  down  at  his  feet,  he  saw  the  heap  of 
clothes  that  was  Harold.  He  turned  to  leave  the  place, 
only  to  face  Christine,  who  was  standing  right  behind 
him.  He  pushed  her  roughly  out  of  the  way  and  went 
back  into  the  nightclub.  Millie  weary,  but  game,  was 
still  doing  the  “Virginia  Beach."  Porky  was  sitting 
patiently  near  her,  with  her  coat  over  his  arm.  Joe 
realized  that  Porky  intended  to  take  her  home.  W hat 
was  it  Porky  had  said  about  Millie  earlier  in  the 
evening?  that  she  was  his  little  cousin,  a high  school 
kid,  who  wanted  to  be  wild,  so  be  fixed  her  up  with 
dates  that  he  knew  were  safe,  and  followed  her  around, 
and  prayed  to  God  that  her  wildness  would  burn  out 
some  time,  so  he  could  give  up  his  job  of  guardian 
angel  and  get  some  sleep  once  in  a while?  Joe  waved 
goodbye  to  Porky,  took  bis  coat  and  left  the  place. 
He  tried  not  to  think  of  Christine.  Let  her  take  care 
of  herself.  He  was  through  with  all  women,  and  any- 
how, Porky  would  see  that  she  got  home  all  right. 
He  found  his  car,  and  got  in. 

He  drove  as  fast  as  he  could;  he  told  himself  that 
he  wanted  to  get  away  from  Christine,  but  in  reality, 
(Continued  on  Page  31) 
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he  was  trying  to  get  away  from  thoughts  of  her. 
Finally  the  situation  became  too  much  for  him.  He 
couldn’t  leave  Christine  hack  there  all  alone.  He  shift- 
ed in  reverse,  and  started  to  back  the  car.  His  oper- 
ations were  arrested  by  a voice  which  seemed  to  come 
out  of  the  darkness  itself. 

"Please,  Josie,”  it  said,  “I’m  awfully  cold  back  here. 
Can't  I come  up  front?  I promise  not  to  bother  you.” 
Joe  swung  around  in  his  seat,  looked  in  the  rumble 
seat.  There  she  was,  Christine,  curled  up  in  a knot  of 
arms  and  legs.  Joe  switched  off  the  ignition. 

"Get  out  and  come  around  if  you  want  to,”  he  com- 
manded, gruffly,  "and  be  quick  about  it.” 

Christine  climbed  out  and  in,  and  Joe  started  the 
car  up  the  road  again.  They  drove  all  the  wav  to  her 
house  in  silence.  As  the  car  slid  up  before  the  door- 
way Joe  looked  down  at  the  girl. 
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"How  about  getting  out?" 


be  suggested. 


She  didn’t  answer,  but  her  shoulders  quivered  just 
a little.  Joe  bit  his  lip.  "If  you're  crying,  you'd  bet- 
ter stop,”  he  advised.  “The  paint  on  your  eyelashes 
isn’t  waterproof.” 

Her  head  snapped  back  in  indignation.  “I  don't 
use  paint  on  my  eyelashes,”  she  sniffed,  and  fumbled 
about  for  a handkerchief. 

Wordlessly,  Joe  produced  his,  and  she  rubbed  her 
nose,  obediently.  Her  pathetic  apearance  amused  Joe, 
and  he  smiled  involuntarily,  and  Christine  brightened 
perceptibly.  She  touched  his  hand,  “Joe,”  she  whis- 
pered, “I’m  sorry  you  got  hurt  in  the  fight,  but  I like 
you  even  more  now  than  I did  before.” 

“Oh,  yeah?”  he  frowned. 

“Yes,  and,  er what  shall  I do  now.  Joe?” 

Joe  reached  across  her  and  opened  the  door,  "Get 
out,  and  go  to  bed,”  be  ordered. 

Christine  hesitated  a moment.  Then  with  a sob, 
she  stepped  out  of  the  car.  Before  she  could  get  away, 
Joe  grabbed  her  by  the  arm. 

"I  think  you  forgot  something,”  he  said  as  he  slip- 
ped into  her  hand  a small  metal  object  glittered  in  the 
moonlight. 

“Your  pin,”  she  breathed. 

“Bright  girl,”  Joe  grinned  at  her,  as  he  put  his  arms 
around  her  and  pressed  his  lips  to  hers. 

After  a few  minutes,  Christine  spoke  again,  “I'm 
sorry,  I've  been  so  horrid  to  you  Joe,  but  I thought 
it  was  the  thing  to  do,  because  you’re  such  a big  football 
mogul  and  all.  And  when  I first  started  going  with 
you,  a certain  person  told  me  that  if  I wanted  to  hold 
your  interest.  I'd  have  to  be  mean  and  give  you  some 
competition.” 

(Continued  on  Page  32) 
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Homecoming 

Day 


PORKY  COMES  HOME 

Joe’s  eyes  narrowed  with  suspicion.  "Who  told  you 
that?’’  he  demanded. 

“Well,  just  before  he  graduated,  Porky  Thomas 
said,  ‘Give  him  competitiveitis,  that’s  what  gets  ’em.'  ’’ 

TALKING  WITH  THE  GREEKS 

(Continued  from  Page  21) 

The  late  Marshal  Foch,  Commander-in-Chief  of  the 
Allied  Armies  during  the  World  War,  was  an  hon- 
orary member  of  Phi  Sigma  Kappa. 

Carl  Ben  Eielson,  Alpha  Tan  Omega,  famous  arctic 
pilot,  lost  his  life,  last  fall,  while  flying  to  the  rescue 

/,  — ft 


Producers  of  the 
1931  ” Reveille” 


of  the  ice  bound  trading  ship  Nanuk. 

To  Pragma,  of  Alpha  Omicron  Pi,  is  running  a series 
of  vocational  articles.  The  purpose  is  to  aid  under- 
graduates as  to  what  career  they  will  follow. 

Judging  of  cattle  courses  are  popular  because  stu- 
dents can  quickly  see  the  practical  application  of  the 
subject  matter  taught. — The  Sickle  and  Sheaf  of  Alpha 
Gamma  Rho. 

A good  suggestion  for  chapters  on  the  lookout  for 
rushing  material  is  to  procure  a large  scrap  hook ; de- 
vote at  least  a page  to  each  chapter ; paste  therein  the 
pictures  of  every  chapter  house,  pictures  of  their  out- 
standing alumni ; clippings  of  chapter  activities,  and 
so  on.  The  scrap  book  comes  in  handy  also  as  a ref- 
erence volume  at  any  time  of  the  year. — The  Carna- 
tion of  Delta  Sigma  Phi. 

A thought  for  this  fall : 

Now  that  initiation  is  over,  check  over  your  new 
members. 

How  many  pin  wearers?  How  many  misfits?  How 
many  pretty  boys,  though  useless? 

How  many  flunkers  carried  over?  How  many  real 
fraternity  men? — The  Monad  of  Sigma  Phi  Sigma. 

The  President  of  Theta  Chi  reported  at  their  last 
convention  that  twenty-five  chapters  rank  among  the 
first  ten  in  their  respective  institutions  as  far  as  scho- 
larship is  concerned. 

Chancellor  Flint,  of  Syracuse  University,  says: 
“America  generally  speaking  is  fraternity  minded.  It 
may  be  that  Harvard  and  Princeton,  and  the  experi- 
mental college  at  Wisconsin  will  work  out  some  other 
form  of  organization,  but  I am  inclined  to  think  that 
the  American  college  fraternity,  possibly  modified  and 
adapted  to  fit  the  situation  as  our  study  develops,  will 
he  the  basis  for  the  future  organization  through  all 
time  of  our  American  institutions. — The  Sickle  and 
Sheaf  of  Alpha  Gamma  Rho. 
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When  cigarettes  are  lighted  in  any  gathering,  it’s  easy 
to  divide  the  group  into  two  classes:  smokers  and 
puffers.  Those  who  take  short  pulls,  blow  the  smoke 
out  in  gusts,  smoke  any  brand  that’s  offered  — they 
are  the  puffers.  Th  ose  wlio’ve  learned  the  gentle 
art  of  extracting  pleasure  from  good  tobacco  let  the 
fragrant  cloud  ease  out,  as  though  they’re  loath 
to  let  go  of  a good  thing.  Smokers.  And  of  these, 
notice  the  significant  number  who  insist  upon  Camels. 

© 1930,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 

Company,  Winston  - Salem,  N.  C. 


The  choicest  Turkish  ami  Domestic  to - 
haccos , saturated  uith  sunshine , are  care- 
fully combined  in  the  Camel  blend  . . . 
ttt  give  you  a mild  ami  mellow  smoke , 
fragrant,  full-bodied.  Year  in  anti  year 
out  autre  people  smoke  Camels  than  any 
other  cigarette. 
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Open  Daily,  7.30  A.  M.  Close  6.45  P.  M. 

Saturday  Nights 

Special  75c  STEAK  DINNER 

French  Fried  Potatoes,  Etc. 

Sunday — Open  8.30  Close  1.15  P.  M. 

75c  Roast  Duck  or  Chicken  Dinner 

Tasty  Home  Cooked  Foods 

Table  Service 

The  Impending  Tragedy 

When  she  starts  breaking  dates  with  you  on  any  excuse. 

When  she  starts  chumming  with  a girl  who  is  pinned 
by  another  fraternity  man. 

When  she  is  unsually  affectionate  before  a certain  man. 

When  her  headaches  become  more  frequent  and  she  has 
to  hang  up  the  phone. 

When  she  wants  to  go  home  early  so  she  can  translate 
some  Spanish. 

When  she  is  late  for  a date  and  comes  in  the  back  way 
looking  like  she'd  been  on  a fight. 

When  she  resents  the  usual  caresses  and  protests  that 
she  doesn’t  feel  well. 

When  she  returns  your  picture  because  she’s  afraid  the 
girls  at  the  house  will  steal  it. 

When  she  begins  to  make  mistakes  in  her  date  book  and 
they  invariably  favor  the  other  man. 

When  she  tells  you  all  of  the  sisters  are  returning  their 
pin. 

W hen  she  begins  to  take  interest  in  “week-end’’  trips  to 
the  city. 

When  she  is  absent  through  an  intermission  and  a dance 
so  that  she  can  change  shoes. 

When  she  answers  the  phone  herself  and  tells  you  that 
she's  not  there. 

Then’s  the  time  to  get  independent,  tell  the  brothers 
you’re  tired  of  her,  and  give  her  the  air. 

— Oklahoma  Aggievator . 


Everybody  Eats  at  the 

College  Bar-B-Q 

Open  to  2 A.  M. 
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Fraternity  Jewelry 

The  BLACK  & GOLD  SHOP 
Representatives 

L.  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 
Attleboro,  Massachusetts 
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“May  I present  my  wife?” 

“No,  thanks,  I have  one  of  my  own.”- — Longhorn. 

Irate  Father:  “I  can  see  right  through  that  chorus 
girl's  intrigue.” 

Lovesick  Son:  "I  know.  Dad.  hut  they  all  dress  that 
way  nowadays.  ’ — T it-B  i ts. 


Worried 

She  (after  appendicitis  operation):  “Will  the  scar 
show  ?” 

Doctor:  "Not  if  you’re  careful." — Cornell  ll’iclozv. 


Then  there  was  the  pledge  who  thought  a fraternity 
was  an  organization  of  brotherhood,  friendship  and 
good  will  among  men. — Ohio  Green  Goat. 


He  who  laughs  last  is  trying  to  think  of  a mean 
answer. — California  Mugwump. 


Rollo  seems  to  he  very  happy  in  his  new  work.  What 
does  he  do?" 

"He  is  doing  literary  work.  He  takes  young  lady 
authors  around  and  gives  them  experience  for  their 
stories." — Octopus. 
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WAf  FILES 

By  Alice  Brennan 


With  one  glance,  Angela  measured  the  woman’s 
foot,  and  then  with  cool  deliberance,  she  ground  her 
heel  into  the  other’s  shoe.  With  a voluminous  “Damn, 
that  was  my  corn,”  the  lady  wheeled  around  to  see 
who  had  attacked  her.  and  Angela  swiftly  slid  into 
the  chair  the  corn  lady  had  been  about  to  occupy. 

“It  was  the  only  place  left  in  the  restaurant  . . . and 
self  preservation,  and  all  that,  you  know,"  Angela  an- 
nounced to  a strange  woman  who  sat  across  from  her. 

“Yes,”  was  the  response. 

“Waffles  and  tea."  Angela  said  to  the  waitress,  who 
strangely  enough  was  there. 

"Have  you  ordered?”  asked  Angela,  wondering  how 
often  the  other  woman  had  her  hair  dipped. 

“I’ve  had  my  lunch,”  answered  the  hennaed  one.  “I’m 
just  waiting  for  my  er — husband,”  she  added. 

Angela  laughed. 

“What’s  so  funny?”  asked  the  other. 

“Husbands  are.” 

“Have  you  got  one?” 

“No,  I'm  in  the  ‘Novelties,’  chorus.  I don’t  need  to 
get  married.” 

The  hennaed  one  sniffed  in  a superior  manner. 

“There  is  nothing  finer  than  a good  substantial  home, 
a husband,  and  children,”  she  orated. 

Angela  plunged  a piece  of  waffle  into  her  mouth. 

“How  many  children  have  you?”  she  queried. 

“I  haven't  any.” 

“But  have  you  got  the  home?”  Angela  asked. 

“Oh  yes,  I have  a ducky  little  studio  apartment  in  the 
Castle  House.  It’s  the  only  one  they  have  at  the  Castle, 
and  I was  so  fortunate  in  getting  it.  It’s  such  fun.  My 
husband  lives  at  a club.  T think.  T see  him  every  Sat- 
urday that  I don’t  have  anything  else  to  do.” 

“That’s  great.”  said  Angela,  wiping  syrup  from  her 
chin.  “I’m  living  in  a suite  at  the  Palatial  Hotel,  and — " 

“The  Palatial,”  her  companion  interrupted,  “Why. 
on  your  salary  you  could  never  afford  that.” 

“I  know  it,”  agreed  Angela. 

Mrs.  Henna  raised  her  eyebrows. 


Angela  continued,  “I  live  there  with  my  girl  friend, 
Tessie.  She’s  in  the  ‘Novelties’  too.” 

“But  even  then  . . .”  began  the  other. 

"I  also  have  a very  generous  boy  friend,”  explained 
Angela.  She  lit  a cigarette  and  registered  nonchalance. 

“Heavens,”  exclaimed  the  married  one.  Apparently 
she  was  seeing  what  the  other  side  of  the  world  looked 
like. 

The  other  sighed,  dug  her  knife  into  the  butter,  as  she 
apologized,  “He’s  not  much,  but  he’s  dumb  and  he 
likes  to  take  me  places.” 

“Well,  thank  heavens,  my  husband  isn’t  like  that.  I 
can  always  be  sure  of  him.  although  I have  heard  him 
speak  of  certain  dissolute  friends  of  his,  who  can  for- 
get their  marriage  vows  and  go  out  with  other  women." 

The  righteous  woman  paused  to  signal  to  a man  who 
had  just  entered  the  room.  As  the  man  approached,  the 
woman  arose  hurriedly. 

“I  think  we'd  better  leave  right  away,  Henry,”  she 
said.  “Goodbye,”  she  flung  at  Angela. 

Angela  flipped  her  hand.  “Take  good  care  of  Henry,” 
she  called. 

Someone  gripped  Angela  on  the  shoulder,  and  look- 
ing up,  she  beheld  her  room-mate,  Tessie,  who  was 
panting  like  a marathon  dancer. 

“What’s  the  matter,  Tessie?”  she  asked. 

"Have  you  seen  my  husband?”  gasped  Tessie. 

“I  don’t  even  know  what  he  looks  like,”  answered 
Angela.  “You've  never  mentioned  him  before,  you 
know.” 

“I’ll  certainly  mention  him  plenty  from  now  on,” 
snapped  Tessie.  “I’ve  been  wondering  what’s  kept  him 
away  from  me  so  long,  and  I just  found  out — ” 

“Yes?” 

“Yes.  He’s  running  around  with  some  red-headed 
jane,  who  has  a studio  apartment  in  the  Castle  House.” 

“What’s  your  husband’s  name?”  Angela  asked. 

"Henry,”  moaned  Tessie. 

Angela  poured  more  syrup  over  her  waffles. 
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"Odd”  McIntyre  Confesses 

“It  has  been  part  of  my  very  agreeable  job  for  some 
twenty  years  to  meet  poeple  who  are  known  as  celebri- 
ties, by  what  James  Branch  Cabell  might  call  'ineluct- 
able inference’,"  confesse  O.  O.  Me  Intyre  in  the  De- 
cember College  Humor  in  his  article  on  Perpetual 
Celebs.  "I  remember  them  for  what  I am  pleased  to 
call  their  superb  eccentricities — the  little  grotesque  man- 
nerisms, perhaps  of  speech,  action  or  even  clothes.  I 
suppose  that  is  entirely  due  to  the  fact  that  I,  myself, 
am  by  the  way  of  being  somewhat  of  a 'nut'.  Even  my 
actual  name  is  ‘Odd’. 

"I  have  not,  save  to  catch  a steamer  or  a train,  arisen 
before  noon  in  fifteen  years!  I talk  to  myself  in  the 
bath.  I am  afraid  of  everything,  yet  in  great  emer- 
gencies people  have  testified  to  my  courage.  I like  to 
drink  coffee  out  of  thick  cups.  I have  never  been  in  the 
office  reserved  for  me  by  the  concern  that  syndicates 
my  newspaper  articles.  I never  accept  dinner  invitations 
to  private  homes.  I have  no  bank  account.  1 give  every 
penny  of  my  earnings  to  my  wife,  who  signs  all  checks, 
arranges  contracts  and  all  other  business  affairs.  I 
have  no  idea  what  I am  worth,  if  anything,  save  a lot 
in  Texas  and  a home  in  New  York,  which  T bought 
and  immediately  gave  to  her." 

“My  shirts,  suits,  hosiery,  and  neckties  are  especially 
noisy.  I wear  white  linen  spats  winter  and  summer  and 
invariably  carry  a cane.  I usually  dine  in  a different 
restaurant  every  evening.  I work  in  my  pajamas  all 
day  and  never  dress  before  five  in  the  evening.  I like 
people  but  haven't  more  than  a half  dozen  intimates. 

1 love  my  home  town  hut  have  not  been  there  in  twenty 
years.  I spend  seven  months  of  the  year  in  New  York 
and  the  rest  of  the  time  in  Europe  and  California. 

“I  generally  read  a good  book  a night,  eat  too  much 
candy,  am  devoted  to  a deaf  Boston  bull  dog,  hate  the 
telephone,  refuse  to  go  to  an  editor’s  office,  cannot 
work  if  left  alone  in  an  apartment,  answer  every  letter 
I receive  personally,  like  to  walk  in  Central  Park  alone 
at  night,  often  eat  an  entire  glass  of  jelly  for  break- 
last,  and  my  favorite  sweet  is  penny  cocoanut  flags- — 
which  you  cannot  get  anymore." 


She  laughed  when  1 sat  down  on  the  sofa,  but  when 
I started  to  play  . . . 


Love’s  Song 
I'd  swing  for  her. 

I'd  swing  for  her, 

I’d  lie  like  anything  for  her. 

I'd  write  for  her. 

I'd  fight  for  her, 

I’d  go  without  a bite  for  her. 

I’d  fly  for  her. 

I’d  cry  for  her, 

A thousand  deaths  I'd  die  for  her. 

I’d  quirk  for  her. 

I'd  shirk  for  her. 

Almost  anything  but  work  for  her. 


1 ain't  got  no  rumble-roadster. 
In  ain't  got  no  swell  sedan ; 
But  1 still  get  darn  good  service 
Outa  my  old  can  ! 
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Few  coeds  have  ever  had  a man  object  to  being 
kept  in  the  dark. 


> > > 


The  supreme  optimist  is  the  girl  who  says.  “He 
has  never  said  so.  but  I just  know,  he's  in  love  with 
me.” 


Men  get  their  livlihood  by  making  money;  women 
get  theirs  by  making  men. 

iii 

A girl  keeps  the  memories  of  men  who  have  loved 
her  in  a diary  ; but  sbe  treasures  the  remembrance  of 
the  man  she  didn’t  get  in  her  heart. 

111 

When  a coed  reaches  for  a cigarette,  it’s  a sure 
sign  she's  stalling. 


i i i 

A man  should  beware  the  female  who  laughs  at 
his  old  jokes  more  than  three  times,  because  she's  after 
him and  her  intentions  are  matrimonial. 

iii 

Husbands  are  simply  a sideline  with  the  modern 
woman,  who  only  gets  married  to  prove  to  her  skepti- 
cal sisters  that  she  can  do  it. 

iii 


iii 

A campus  bore  is  the  mullet  who  gets  plastersd  on 
dates  and  expects  his  girl  to  take  care  of  him ; the 
campus  sap  is  the  girl  who  does  take  care  of  him. 


The  most  talented  lover  is  the  man  who  understands 
women ; the  least  romantic  woman  is  the  one  who 
understands  men. 


Ill 


iii 

It  is  only  the  women  of  true  sophistication,  who 
can  appreciate  the  value  of  simplicity. 


Woman  is  the  eternal  tragedienne;  she  is  never 
happy  when  in  love,  and  never  satisfied  without  it. 

iii 


iii 

The  success  of  a love  afifair,  like  that  of  a silk  stock- 
ing, is  wholly  dependent  on  what  is  put  into  it. 


The  popular  girl  never  lets  her  man  know  how  well 
she  understands  him. 


iii 


iii 

In  the  old  days,  when  a girl  wore  a fraternity  pin, 
it  always  meant  a serious  affair;  now  it  merely  denotes 
a temporary  smooching  monopoly. 

iii 

A coed’s  idea  of  an  antique  is  a guy  who  “asks" 
for  a kiss. 

iii 

When  a man  tells  a woman  that  lie’s  never  been  in 
love,  lie’s  either  fooling,  lying,  or  inviting  disaster. 


A man  can  forgive  anything  in  a woman  but  a com- 
mon sense  attitude  toward  life. 

iii 

A ‘‘Big  Moment"  is  a temporary  lover,  roped  in 
to  help  mend  a broken  heart,  and  chased  away  again 
as  soon  as  another  real  affair  conies  in  view. 

iii 

A man  is  friendly  to  the  woman  who  agrees  with 
him,  hut  he  marries  the  woman  with  whom  he  dis- 
agrees. 
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THINGS  WIE  WGEJLIE  LUKE  TO  SEE  AGAIN 

By  Edward  Tippet  and  James  Decker 
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A IC'D  UN  ID  THE  HILL 

By  Bil 

fhe  sight  of  a beautiful  woman  is  like  a snifter  of 


old  wine. 

i r i 

Some  girls  seem  to  labor  under  the  impression  that 
a nice  college  is  a place  where,  when  a girl  goes  for  a 
ride  with  a fraternity  man.  she  gets  back  by  10  P.  M. 

iii 

We’ve  begun  to  think  that  there’s  something  radically 
wrong  with  our  modern  educational  systems.  A man 
spends  four  years  becoming  intelligent  and  the  first 
thing  he  does  is  get  married. 

iii 

Once  upon  a time  there  were  three  Irishmen,  a 
Scotchman,  six  Poles,  a Lithuanian,  and  forty  Russians. 
The  three  policemen  succeeded  in  quelling  the  riot  with 
their  nightsticks. 


A very  famous  author  recently  voiced  the  opinion 
that  the  time  will  come  when  no  coal  at  all  will  be  used 
for  heating  purposes;  not  so  long  ago,  most  of  the  resi- 
dents of  Calvert  Hall  were  convinced  that  the  time  had 
come. 

iii 

Sometimes  it’s  the  clothes  that  make  the  man,  hut 
more  often  it’s  the  girl  who’s  wearing  them. 

iii 

Verily,  the  old  order  changeth ; in  the  days  gone  by 
it  was  something  like  this:  “Forget  you,  Sadie?  Never 
— why  I'd  recognize  your  face  anywhere !"  But  the  new 
version  is:  “Forget  you?  Gee,  babe,  I’d  know  them 
limbs  a mile  away!" 

iii 

On  the  road  in  hack  of  the  airport,  wherever  there’s 
smoke,  there’s  sure  to  he  co-eds. 

iii 

The  beauty  parlor  is  said  to  have  given  at  least  ten 
Maryland  men  permanent  waves  in  the  past  year. 


Have  you  ever  thought,  . iii 

As  the  hearse  rolls  by. 

„ It"  you  see  a man  who  looks  like  he’d  been  combing 

Of  life  in  a coffin—  ... 

his  hair  with  a razor,  you'll  know  he’s  bald. 

How  time  would  ny ! 


Of  tbe  warmth  of  the  fire 

On  which  Satan  throws  faggots  How  it  should  read:  Pride  goeth  before  the  Reveille 

Play  poker  with  the  ants  proof 

And  throw  dice  with  the  maggots.  . . . 


There’d  he  disadvantages — 
No  ice  and  no  swimmin’ — 

But  think  of  the  beanty 
Of  existence  sans  women ! ! 


Judging  from  the  new  books  we've  read  in  the  last 
four  months,  we’d  venture  to  say  that  the  meaning  of  an 
asterisk  depends  solely  on  your  type  of  mind.  It  can 
mean  anything  from  an  author  note  to . 


iii 


iii 


It's  an  ill  wind  that  doesn't  do  something  in  the  line 
of  education. 


If  a girl  don't  pet,  she's  got  pep,  personality,  or  a 
*7 strong  right  arm. 
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Came  the  Dawn 

The  night  was  dark.  Off  to  the  west  jagged  streaks 
of  flame  across  the  sky  gave  promise  of  a brewing 
storm  CA  °f  1%).  Not  a light  could  he  seen  for  miles 
that  indicated  human  habitation.  On  either  side  of  the 
roadway,  behind  bushes  and  clumps  of  trees,  vague 
shadowy  forms  were  crouched  in  ominous  silence.  Xo 
word  was  exchanged  by  any  of  them — the  group  seemed 
waiting  expectantly  for  someone  or  something  to  pass 
them  in  the  road.  Outlines  of  sinister-looking  clubs 
could  be  seen  against  the  background  of  lightning — 
evil  was  afoot  with  the  gathering  elements. 

A light  rain  began  to  fall  and  muffled  curses  sounded 
above  the  patter  of  the  drops  on  the  dead  leaves.  A 
sharp  command  cut  through  the  darkness  and  the  shapes 
melted  into  the  shadows  of  the  underbrush.  From  some 
distance  down  the  road  a shuffling,  dragging  noise,  as 
of  several  men  dragging  a body,  became  audible. 

“Dam!"  came  from  one  of  the  watchers.  “They  got 
him  after  all !" 

Slowly  an  indistinct  group  came  into  sight,  the  thing 
in  their  midst  rendered  doubly  horrible  by  the  fitful 
flashes  of  light  which  died  out  too  suddenly  to  distin- 
guish its  nature. 

“Wait,”  whispered  that  incisive  voice,  “until  they  get 
directly  opposite  us  and  then  give  it  to  'em!" 

Thunder  rolled  from  the  high  heavens ; wind  and  rain 
bore  down  on  the  scene  in  great  guests  ; the  shuffling 
and  dragging  came  almost  abreast  of  the  ambush — 
slowly — ten  feet  more — a dreadful  scream  rang  over 
the  fields  as  twenty  figures  sprang  from  cover  and  swept 
over  the  huddled  figures  with  flying  clubs. 

Boy,  Fin  telling  you!  That  was  the  best  initiation  we 
ever  had.  hut  how  those  dumb  pledges  got  that  mult 
from  Hyattsville  is  a mystery  to  me. 


Survey  and  demonstration  of  neckomaniacs  causes 
many  to  flunk. 


Lady  to  Doctor:  "I’m  bothered  with  a little  wart  I’d 
like  to  get  rid  of.” 

Doctor:  "You’re  in  the  wrong  office,  lady,  the  di- 
vorce lawyer  is  next  door.” 


An  oyster  gets  stewed  once  a life 
But  my  life  is  much  moister. 

If  I could  get  stewed  only  once, 
I'd  hate  to  be  an  oyster. 


Ziegfeld  never  went  to  college,  but  he  certainly  knows 
his  figures. 


Jane:  "I  think  petting  is  positively  repulsive." 
Mary:  "I  don't  like  it,  either." 

Jane:  “Shake,  sister,  were  both  liars." 


Mistake  on  the  Back  Road 
The  moon.  I think,  was  shining, 

There  was  dew  upon  the  grass — 

Your  eyes  seemed  filled  with  mystery 

Can  you  blame  me 

And  disclaim  me 

If  I acted  quite  the  ass? 

Somehow  I thought  you  loved  me 
I could  not  think  you  cruel — 

And  your  eyes  seemed  filled  with  mystery. 

Can  you  wonder 
At  my  blunder? 

I admit  I played  the  fool. 

For  now  as  I remember 

And  must  view  the  past  askance — 

That  mystery  in  your  deep  dark  eyes 
I am  resolved 
Could  be  solved 
By  none  but  Philo  Vance! 

Employer  (interviewing  applicant  for  position)  : "and 
you  have  been  to  college." 

Applicant  (proudly)  : "Oh.  yes  sir,  and  I graduated.” 
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Admiral’s  Daughter:  “I've  been  asked  to  get  married 
a lot  of  times.” 

Lieutenant  (jealously)  : "Who’s  asked  you?” 

Heart’s  Desire:  "Mother  and  father.” 


She:  "Are  you  in  the  habit  of  speaking  to  ladies  you 
don’t  know  ?” 

He:  "Yes.  The  ladies  1 do  know  won’t  speak  to  me." 


“Did  you  make  a good  impression?” 

“How  should  I know.  I was  never  asked  back  to 
find  out !” 


Two  students  in  a chemistry  lab : 

"Say,  what’s  that  odor?” 

"Fresh  air,  somebody  opened  a window.” 


Prof. : “It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  give  you  a mark 
of  91.” 

Stude:  "Make  it  100  and  have  a real  good  time." 


How  to  Start  an  Engine  on  a Cold  Morning 

1.  Get  bucket  of  boiling  water;  walk  around  car 
slowly,  exhibiting  contents  to  engine.  Engine  will  real- 
ize error  of  ways  and  relent. 

2.  Exit  from  house  and  romp  on  lawn  so  engine  can 
see.  Engine  will  conclude  that  you  are  not  in  hurry  and 
will  start  immediately. 

3.  Dribble  strong  pepper  in  radiator.  Engine  will 
sneeze  and  start  by  itself. 

4.  Simulate  efforts  to  find  street  car.  Engine  will 
cry  and  tears  will  melt  ice. 

5.  Play  saxophone  under  hood  ; few  engines  last  over 
six  notes.  Agitation  and  ignition  do  the  rest. 

6.  Call  taxi.  Fires  of  jealousy  will  make  engine  start 
on  first  turn. 

7.  Tell  engine  low  joke;  engine  will  cough  in  em- 
barrassment. 

8.  Rush  up  to  car,  climb  in ; press  starter  button  fev- 
erishly. Get  out  and  walk  away.  Car  will  follow  like 
a dog. 


Dura : “Aw,  Profesor,  let’s  kiss  and  make  up.” 
Professor:  “None  of  your  lip,  young  lady.” 


“What  makes  the  Dean  stagger  that  way?” 

"Oh,  that’s  just  the  Dean's  list." 

Prof,  (taking  up  quizz  paper)  : "Why  the  quotation 
marks  on  this  paper?” 

Frosh:  “Courtesy  to  the  man  on  my  right,  Prof.” 


"Dad,  remember  you  promised  me  $50  if  I didn't 
flunk  out  this  year.''" 

"Yes,  son." 

"Well,  I just  saved  you  $50." 

"You’d  like  to  be  a stenographer,  young  lady?  What 
are  your  qualifications?" 

"I  have  no  brother,  and  my  father  is  dead." 

“Hired  !” — Voodoo. 


It  isn’t  the  shortness  of  the  skirt  that  counts,  it’s  the  upereep. 
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Co-ed:  " I’m  simply  smouldering  here,  this  college  is 
ruining  my  individuality.” 


Trump 

She  held  the  diamond  between  trembling  fingers  and 
stared  at  the  man  before  her.  What  should  she  do? 

Should  she  cast  it  from  her  or — or  would  it  he  better 
to  reconsider  ? 

The  minutes  crept  by.  What  would  he  say?  What 
might  he  do?  She  shuddered  and  drew  a long  breath. 
Yes!  she  must  do  it.  There  was  no  escape!  Blindly  she 
shut  her  eyes  and  tossed  the  diamond  on  the  table  in 
front  of  her.  It  was  done ! And  then  she  heard  her 
partner’s  deep  sigh  of  relief  as  he  gathered  up  the  trick. 


Student:  “This  is  a lousy  class.” 
Prof.:  ‘‘Terrible,  my  boy.” 


“Many  happy  returns,"  said  the  Prof.,  as  he  handed 
the  problems  back  for  corrections. 


“For  goodness  sake,”  sighed  the  young  modern  as 
she  wearily  trudged  home  from  an  auto  ride. 


Father:  “What  does  this  sixty  mean  on  your  report 
card  ?” 

Son : “Why,  father,  that  is  the  temperature  of  the 
room.” 


“Didja  hear  that  rumor  about  the  Vagabond  (tramp) 
lover  committing  suicide?  They  say  that  he  jumped 
off  the  Wool  worth  Tower.  Of  course  it  just  couldn’t 
he  true — no  such  luck  for  us  men — but  it  was  good 
while  it  lasted.” 


With  Our  Alumni 

By  Rosy  Pollock 

“Nat''  Goodwin  "20,  and  according  to  Mike  Ready, 
the  first  bug  chaser  with  a net  that  he  ever  saw  on  the 
campus,  was  talking  with  “Charley  the  Barber  about 
amusing  happenings  in  the  days  of  yore.  They  recalled 
the  time  when  "Andy”  Nisbet,  the  216-pound  football 
tackle  who  was  somewhat  rotund  in  the  middle  portions 
of  his  body  but  very  active  and  fast  for  a man  his  size, 
was  suffering  from  a disconcerting  pain  in  his  tummy. 
For  relief  he  applied  liniment  to  his  anguished  abdomen. 
This  cure  eventually  proved  more  annoying  than  the 
pain.  The  game  was  being  played  on  a warm  day  for 
the  time  of  the  year  and  the  exertion  that  football  calls 
for  aided  by  the  irritation  of  his  wool  jersey  caused 
“Andy”  to  halt  the  game  and  seek  relief.  With  his 
fellow  players  forming  a human  screen  in  the  middle 
of  the  field  “Andy”  lifted  his  jersey  in  a fanning  fash- 
ion, the  water  boy  also  assisted  in  administering  relief 
with  his  bucket  of  cold  water  in  a manner  that  you 
would  fight  a fire.  After  the  heat  from  unseen  flames 
was  extinguished  the  game  proceeded. 

What  “Andy”  said  has  never  been  published  and 
it  never  will  he  in  the  Old  Line. 


Soph:  "Dad,  you’re  a lucky  man.” 

Father:  "How  is  that?” 

Soph:  ” You  won’t  hare  to  buy  me  any  school  books 
this  semester.  I’m  taking  all  of  the  last  semester’s  work 
over  again.” 
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Two:  "Yeah,  what  show  did  you  see?” 


A South  Sea  Tragedy 

By  Gibbs  Meyers 

Scene:  A South  Sea  Island,  lying  not  far  off  the 

Eastern  Shore,  and  inhabited  entirely  by  cannibals 

and  missionaries. 

Cannibal  Chef:  “O  gracious  King,  how  do  you 
wish  me  to  prepare  the  missionary  we  just  caught  for 
your  evening  repast  ?” 

King  and  Retainers  (in  unison):  “Raw!  Raw! 
Raw!” 

Chef:  "But,  O,  august  Sire,  I have  become  most  sur- 
passingly excellent  in  the  culinary  craft,  and  I would 
crave  your  indulgence  in  allowing  me  this  opportunity 
to  exhibit  the  merit  of  my  attainments." 

Enter  the  King’s  son,  just  returned  home  from  col- 
lege. 

Prince:  “Egad,  Sire!  Could’st  our  worthy  athletic 
director  hear  you  now,  lie  would  most  certainly  appoint 
you  head  cheer  leader,  thereby  making  you  eligible  for 
membership  in  O.  D.  K." 

King:  “Prithee,  son,  by  the  bottle  thou  wast  raised 
on.  join  your  old  father  in  a snort  of  this  Scotch,  which 
the  royal  bootlegger  swears  is  embassy  stuff,  just  off 
the  boat." 

Prince:  “Of  course,  you  wouldn't  he  sure  of  making 
O.  D.  K.  because  the  other  members  have  to  vote  fav- 
orably on  you." 


King:  “How  would’st  my  son  who  hath  returned  like 
to  have  the  missionary  prepared  for  the  dinner  in  thine 
honor  this  evening?” 

Prince:  “Barbecued  with  Cuban  sauce,  or  with  gravy 
and  mashed  potatoes."  (Advt.) 

Chef:  “The  missionary  is  not  of  the  right  nationality 
to  go  with  Cuban  sauce  and  we  ate  the  last  of  the 
mashed  potatoes  this  morning,  and  will  have  to  eat  hom- 
iny and  rice  until  we  start  on  next  month’s  budget,  and 
can  get  some  more  potatoes  in.” 

King:  “Well,  that  leaves  us  nothing  hut  stuffed  olives 
and  sliced  bananas  for  our  banquet.  Since  we  can’t  eat 
the  missionary,  we  might  as  well  invite  him  to  have  din- 
ner with  us.” 

Prince:  "Yes,  it’ll  at  least  make  our  mouths  water 
to  look  at  him.” 

N.  B. : But  the  missionary  had  an  attack  of  whooping 
cough,  and  had  to  go  to  the  Infirmary,  so  he  couldn’t 
attend  the  dinner.  That  supplies  us  with  a tragic  end- 
ing. 


' Don’t  be  afraid  of  the  wind,  Joe.  It’s  a tornado,  re- 
member, a tornado.” 
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An  Editor's  Lament 

Getting  out  a magazine  is  no  picnic. 

If  we  print  jokes  readers  say  we  are  silly. 

It"  we  don’t  .they  complain  we  are  too  serious. 

It"  we  write  all  our  own  stuff,  they  say  we  lack  va- 
riety. 

If  we  clip  from  other  papers,  we  are  too  lazy  to 
write. 

If  we  stick  to  the  desk,  we  ought  to  he  about  digging 
up  news. 

It"  we  are  out  digging  up  news,  we  are  letting  things 
go  to  ruin  in  the  office. 

If  we  don’t  print  contributions,  we  aren't  showing 
proper  appreciation. 

It"  we  do  print  them,  the  paper  is  filled  with  junk. 

Like  as  not,  some  will  say  we  swiped  this  from  an- 
other magazine. 

We  did. 

i i i 

Prof.:  "I  want  you  fellows  to  get  an  ‘Introduction 
to  General  Physics’  before  the  next  class  meeting.” 

Frosh:  “Where  does  he  live.” 


”/  go  to  Notre  Dame.  You  know — that  western 
school  noted  for  its  splendid  mathematical  depart- 
ment.” 


HiUtQNlf^u5  j 


He:  "Do  you  believe  in  love  at  first  sight?” 

She  (hopefully):  "Yes  . . .” 

He:  "Let  me  tell  you  about  a blonde  I met  last 
night.” 

How  to  be  Popular  With  Your  Fraternity 

1.  Smoke  all  kinds  of  cigarettes  and  always  have 
them  on  hand. 

2.  Keep  out  of  the  bathroom  between  7.43  A.M. 
and  8.05  A.M. 

3.  Be  ready  to  help  out  on  an  instant's  notice  on 
Physics,  Thermo  dynamics.  Qualitative,  Trigonometry. 
Money  and  Credit  and  Medieval  History. 

4.  Keep  your  mouth  shut  when  someone  else  wants 
to  study  and  go  up  to  the  library  when  you  want  to 
study. 

5.  Wear  size  15  shirts  and  have  a large  supply  on 
hand  at  all  times. 

6.  Keep  a blue  auto  with  the  gas  tank  full  and 
ignition  key  in  the  lock  in  the  garage  behind  the  house. 
Keep  the  garage  unlocked. 

7.  Be  ready  and  eager  to  listen  to  how  your  brothers 
were  hooked  out  of  a higher  grade  by  that  so-and-so  of 
a professor. 

8.  Know  women  who  have  friends. 

9.  Rise  early  and  put  down  all  the  windows,  stir  up 
the  furnace,  and  turn  on  the  hot  water  until  it  steams 
up  the  bathroom. 

10.  Be  a terrible  stud  poker  player.  Be  willing  to 
play  stud  poker  at  any  time. 

11.  Argue  indefinitely  with  your  brothers  until  you 
convince  them  it  is  to  their  advantage  to  get  up  for  an 
8.20. 

12.  Keep  your  sunny  side  up. 
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Two  is  company,  three  is  a crowd,  hut  when  you 
have  four  you  can  play  bridge. 

ill 

Well,  Willie,  1 received  a note  from  your  teacher 
today. 

Willie:  “Is  that  so?  Give  me  a quarter  and  1 won’t 
breathe  a word  about  it  to  mother." 

i i i 

"Dear  God,"  prayed  golden  haired  little  Willie, 
“please  watch  over  my  mamma.” 

And  then  he  added  as  an  afterthought : “And  I dunno 
as  it  would  do  any  harm  to  keep  an  eye  on  papa,  too." 

i i i 

This  month  has  passed. 

I should  he  glad. 

This  month  has  passed, 

But  I am  sad. 

This  month  has  passed, 

Ah,  sad  my  lot. 

This  month  has  passed, 

But  I have  not. 

i i i 

He:  “If  you  keep  looking  at  me  like  that  I’m  going 
to  kiss  you." 

She:  “Well,  I can’t  hold  this  expression  much  long- 
er’.’ 

i i i 

First  Mother:  “Did  your  son  pass  his  examinations?" 

Second  Mother:  “No.  They  asked  him  questions 
about  things  that  occurred  before  he  was  horn." 


FROM  THE  CAR 


She:  "I'm  a good  sport,  but  I draw  the  line.” 
He:  ” Let’s  see  the  mark.” 


the  gas  station. 

The  freshman  boys  wear  little  orange  caps,  hut  the 
freshman  girls  do  not  have  to  wear  anything. — Agy le- 
vator. 

i i i 

Sally  Sorority:  “Vode-o-do,  da-da -da-dum-ta-to." 

House  Mother:  “Such  a dance!  Haven't  you  ever 
heard  of  the  Ten  Commandments?" 

Sally  Sorority:  “Whistle  a few  bars  an’  I'll  see." — 
Sun  Dial. 

i i i 

“It's  eight  o'clock  now.  If  my  room  mate  doesn’t 
hurry  and  wake  me  up.  I'll  be  late  for  my  8.20." 

i i i 

Professor  to  Class:  “Listen  here,  you  people  can't 
make  a fool  out  of  me." 

Voice  (from  back  row)  : "\To,  it’s  too  late." 

i i i 

“Have  you  any  notes  written  on  your  yellow  paper.'" 

“Yes." 

“And  have  you  part  of  the  text  book  in  your  hat 

“Yes." 

"And  have  you  made  arrangements  to  sit  behind 
Fred,  where  you  could  see  his  paper.'" 

“Yes.” 

"All  right — let’s  go  on  to  that  final  exam  then." 

i i i 

Doctor  (making  out  birth  certificate)  : ‘‘This  must  be 
about  the  twenty-ninth,  isn’t  it  ?" 

Young  Mother:  "Sir.” — Kitty  Kat. 

i i i 

“I’m  determined  to  kiss  you  before  I go  home." 

“You  leave  this  house  at  once." — Ranger. 


Tfi«  ) 

OLD  LINE , 


FRAME  YOUR  niMD  TO  MIRTH  AMD  MERR  I ME  NT1 
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YIH IE  DEPRESSION  IIS  OVER 


The  depression  period  is  ended!  The  era  of  jovial  condescension  and  good  resolve  is  at  hand!  Gloomy 
forebodings  of  the  past  month  are  forgotten  in  the  bright  outlook  of  oncoming  Spring  and  Summer  and  the 
realization  of  good  times  ahead  . . . utterly  devoid  of  three-hour  rituals  and  examination  queries.  Dissatisfac- 
tion with  the  school  and  everyone  connected  with  it,  desire  to  transfer  to  another  school  or  to  quit  entirely 
and  adopt  real  work,  thought  journeys  around  the  world  . . . and  the  like  ...  all  are  left  in  pre-February  de- 
pression days. 

Over  four  months  of  normality  and  machine-like  activity  are  ahead.  Proms,  Lacrosse  games,  Cotillions 
and  Baseball;  to  say  nothing  of  the  Greek  formals,  University  elections  and  wild  night  rides  are  all  a part  of 
the  immediate  future.  Even  the  mud  so  characteristic  of  Maryland  will  dry  up!  . . and  the  Library  will  be 
finished!  A glorious  era  indeed. 

Nevertheless,  in  the  midst  of  these  rosy  contemplations,  we  must  not  forget  too  soon  the  tribulations  of 
the  past.  Congratulations  are  to  he  extended  to  those  who  came  through  the  examinations  with  a clear  record, 
and  particularly  to  the  seniors  who  have  passed  another  stage  in  collegiate  career  . . . the  next  to  the  last 
stage.  Just  as  certainly  those  who  found  red  letters  on  their  report  are  to  he  offered  condolence  and  urged 
to  forget  the  depression  period. 

Meanwhile,  the  truth  of  that  old  saying,  “Today  is  the  tomorrow  you  worried  about  yesterday,  and  it 
didn't  happen,"  becomes  apparent.  The  majority  of  the  moaning  was  ill-founded  and  ungrounded.  Mud  and 
cold  weather,  coupled  with  examinations  and  general  dissatisfaction  could  hardly  produce  anything  hut  a dis- 
consolate student  body.  Now.  however,  we  believe  the  period  has  past  and  that  prosperity  is  in  the  offing. 

. . . Spring,  carefree  days,  humdrum,  and  normal  work.  May  the  next  semester  he  filled  with  both  quantity  and 
quality  ...  of  whatever  you  like. 


Steve  Potter. 
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The  Weekly  Drama  in  the  Diamondback 
Office 

Editor:  ‘‘Has  anyone  seen  the  Sports  Editor  with 
those  two  basketball  stories?” 

Cub  Reporter : “What’s  the  question  for  the  Inquir- 
ing Reporter  next  week?" 

Society  Editor:  “Did  any  fraternities  hold  dances  last 
week  ?” 

First  Dirt  Columnist : “Who’s  been  on  the  hack  road 
lately  ?” 

News  Editor:  “Anybody  got  a cigarette?” 

Star  Reporter:  “If  I cover  that  play  tonight  do  I get 
a free  pass?” 

Second  Dirt  Columnist:  "I  wonder  if  I ought  to  say 
anything  about  Minnie’s  flannels  this  week?” 

Women's  Editor:  “When  should  I begin  a new  para- 
graph ?” 

First  Co-ed  Reporter:  “Will  it  be  the  first  Wednes- 
day and  third  Tuesday,  or  the  fourth  Monday  and  fifth 
Friday  for  the  Calendar  of  Events  next  week?” 

Frosh  Aspirant  (to  Editor)  : “My  mother  wouldn’t 
let  me  go  out  for  football,  so  I’m  going  to  work  on  the 
Diamondback  staff.” 

Second  Co-ed  Reporter:  “I  just  saw  the  Sports  Edi- 
tor and  his  girl  going  for  a drive.” 

First  Dirt  Columnist:  “That  isn't  even  news.” 

Editor:  “I  wish  he'd  take  time  enough  to  get  those 
two  stories  in." 

First  Dirt  Columnist:  "Don't  you  dare  say  anything 
more  about  Minnie's  flannels  in  that  so-called  column 
of  yours.” 

Second  Dirt  Columnist:  “Pooh,  pooh;  I'm  not  so 
rotten.  I at  least  write  something  original  once  in  a 
while.” 

First  Dirt  Columnist:  “All  right,  here’s  something 
original  about  you  that's  going  into  my  column  this 
week.” 

Second  Dirt  Columnist:  “Who  told  you  about  it?" 

First  Co-ed  Reporter:  “Please  tell  me  who  writes 
‘The  Ghost  Walks’.” 

Editor:  “Haven’t  I told  you  that  I don’t  know.  The 
Ghost  sticks  it  under  my  door  at  midnight  in  a sealed 
envelope.” 

News  Editor:  “You've  got  to  learn  to  be  a ferret  if 
you  want  to  make  good  on  the  Diamondback." 

Cub  Reporter:  "I  don’t  see  how  that  helps,  and  it 
doesn't  sound  very  nice  anyway.” 


Women’s  Editor:  "I  have  to  leave  early  today,  be- 
cause we’re  entertaining  Mrs.  Pdah  at  dinner." 

Sports  Editor  (entering)  : “I  had  to  go  to  town  to 
see  my  uncle,  and  I didn’t  get  those  stories  written,  but 
I’ll  have  them  ready  by  Sunday  night.” 

Editor:  "All  right,  wipe  that  powder  off  your  necktie, 
and  write  me  a couple  of  headlines." 

Two  Co-ed  Reporters:  “Papa,  will  you  please  take 
us  home?” 

Editor:  “Yes,  children.”  (Exit). 

Faculty  Advisor  (entering):  “Where’s  the  Editor? 
Tell  him  that  two  of  his  headlines  weren't  any  good  last 
week,  and  the  ‘Ghost  Walks'  was  off  color.” 

Sports  Editor:  “All  right.  I guess  I'll  leave  this  head- 
line for  him  to  practice  on.” 

Star  Reporter:  “Well,  I guess  it's  about  quitting 
time.” 

Exit  all,  except  'Mews  Editor  and  one  Co-ed  Reporter. 
News  Editor:  “At  last,  we  are  alone  together!" 

CURTAIN 


I walked  a mile  and  a half  for  that  Camel.  I thought 
that  guy  would  nerer  throw  it  away. 
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Jane:  “Johnny,  you’re  the  light  of  my  life.” 

Jane's  Father  (at  head  of  stairs)  : “Put  that  light 
out  and  come  to  bed." 

■f  i i 

Coed:  “You’re  the  first  good  looking  man  I have 
seen  here.” 

Dumber:  “Well,  you  are  certainly  luckier  than  I am." 
— Whirlwind . 

i i i 

Love’s  Progress 
The  Freshman — 

Love  me  ? 

Of  course  she  loves  me. 

Haven’t  I kissed? 

The  Sophomore — 

Douht  her, 

I had  not  thought  to  doubt  her. 

Perhaps  I should. 

One  can  never  be  sure. 

The  Junior — 

Love : 

Mere  prattle  of  adolescents  and  old  maids. 

Not  for  me. 

The  Senior — - 
Say,  Old  Chap, 

Would  you  mind  being  best  man? 

- — Desert  Wolf. 


Kind  Lady:  '' And  what  do  you  want  to  be  when  you 
grow  up — an  Admiral ?” 

Little  Young  Man:  ''Not  any  more — I’m  going  to  be 
an  artist.” 


for  a couple  weeks.” 


Son:  “Pop,  I got  in  trouble  at  school  today,  and  it’s 
your  fault.” 

Pop:  “How’s  that,  son?” 

Son:  “Remember,  I asked  you  how  much  $1,000,000 
was  ?“ 

Pop:  “Yes,  I remember." 

Son  : “Well,  ‘a  helluva  lot'  isn't  the  right  answer." 

i i i 

Chorus  Girl:  “How  did  you  find  your  new  Harvard 
friend  ?” 

Second  Ditto:  "1  just  unbuttoned  his  coonskin  coat 
and  there  lie  was." — Drexel. 

i y f 

Burglar:  “Where  have  you  been  r" 

His  partner:  “Robbing  a fraternity  house." 

Burglar:  "Lose  anything?" 

i i i 

Sing  a song  of  sex  appeal 
A pair  of  yees  with  "It"; 

Six  and  twenty  steppers 
In  Ziegf eld’s  latest  hit. 

When  the  show  is  over 
And  they  are  free  to  roam, 

I wonder  if  they  ever  try 
Their  skill  at  walking  home? 
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MAXIMUM  'GRADES  WITH  MINIMUM  EE  EG  IDT 

By  W.  R.  McCallister 


Every  day  we  get  hundreds  of  letters  from  readers  of 
this  column,  asking  what  they  can  do  to  improve  their 
grades.  Last  week  we  even  got  a letter  from  an  engi- 
neer asking  how  he  could  improve  a grade  he  was  con- 
structing in  Dodge  Center,  Minnesota.  You  can  imag- 
ine the  parcel  of  vitriol  we  spilled  to  that  cluck. 

Hut  some  of  the  pleas,  stained  with  tears  of  despera- 
tion, are  so  sincere  and  pitiful  as  to  he  actually  heart 
rending.  Sometimes,  after  reading  a large  hatch  of 
them  we  roll  and  toss  all  night  and  cause  the  fellow  who 
sleeps  over  us  no  end  of  worry. 

Listen  to  this  damsel  wringing  her  hands  in  anguish : 
Dear  Maximum  Grades  with  Minimum  Efforts  Editor: 
How  can  I get  better  marks?  I am  twenty-two  years 
of  age,  blonde,  five  feet  four  inches  tall,  weigh  114 
pounds,  and  have  been  told  I am  very  cute.  I attend 
classes  regularly,  take  lecture  notes,  and  even  read  the 
texts  occasionally,  yet  when  the  quizz  papers  are  re- 
turned I always  get  the  same  marks  as  the  people  on 
either  side  of  me,  and  they  are  far  from  being  Ein- 
steins. What,  oh  what,  oh  what  would  you  suggest? 

Unable  to  miss  the  opportunity  we  might  crack  wise 
and  suggest  blinkers.  But  as  we  are  held  for  raising  the 
scholastic  rating  of  this  place,  we  will  say  to  this  young 
lady  in  distress  that  if  she  is  twenty-two  years  of  age, 
blonde,  five  feet  four  inches  tall,  weighs  114  pounds 
and  has  been  told  she  is  very  cute,  the  best  thing  for 
her  to  do  is  consult  other  people  around  her  who  have 
also  been  told  they  are  very  cute  and  let  them  tell  her 
the  secret  of  their  scholastic  success.  Then  she  won’t 
have  to  read  the  texts,  even  occasionally.  And  if  we 
hadn't  had  a little  trouble  with  the  last  issue,  we’d  tell 
her  the  proper  procedure. 

But  whether  we  are  blonde  and  have  been  told  we  are 
cute  or  not,  most  of  us  would  find  our  report  cards  in 
better  condition  for  home  appraisal  if  we  paid  more 
attention  to  the  profs,  personally.  Without  a doubt  a 
sensible  and  well  planned  campaign  of  friendship  is 
the  most  neglected  and  the  most  profitable  program  in 
this  mark  bettering  racket.  Dr.  Roscoe  (“Wottaman") 
Glitzermann,  the  Minister  of  Education  in  Assyria,  has 
said,  you  foolish  person,  “After  an  exhaustive  research 
and  analysis  of  the  college  professor  under  all  circum- 
stances, we  cannot  help  but  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
he  is  human."  Human,  the  professor  says.  Not,  per- 
haps as  human  as  most  of  us;  eh.  Glitzy  (he  and  I are 
just  like  that),  hut  understanding  enough  in  our  ways 
to  form  a basis  of  communication  between  us  that  can 
go  a little  further  than  explaining  after  class  that  of 


course  we  “did  the  written  work,  professor,  we’d  never 
dream  of  not  doing  your  written  work,  professor,  hut 
we  left  it  down  to  the  house  and  will  bring  it  right  up 
to  the  office.”  You’ll  study  forty  or  fifty  minutes  for 
a quizz,  you'll  take  class  notes  if  somebody  lends  you  a 
pencil  and  your  work  is  up  for  the  next  hour,  you’ll 
even  try  your  durndest  to  stay  awake  the  period  fol- 
lowing lunch,  hut  when  the  bell  rings  you  bolt  through 
the  door  down  to  the  house  and  into  a bridge  game,  to 
come  into  contact  with  the  man  who  grades  you  no  more 
until  the  next  class.  Is  that  cricket?  And  at  the  final 
reckoning  one  or  two  deadly  D's  could  just  as  readily 
have  been  C’s  had  you  sided  up  to  the  desk  before  or 
after  class,  offered  the  professor  a cigarette  or  a cinna- 
mon Life  Saver  and  asked  him  about  his  golf  or  his  ail- 
ing heart,  instead  of  having  the  gentleman  try  to  re- 
member at  the  end  of  the  semester  if  you  are  the  tall 
fellow  in  the  back  row  who  has  two  strikes  on  him,  or 
the  bird  with  the  spectacles  who  is  in  perpetual  doubt 
as  to  the  advisability  of  writing  on  both  sides  of  the 
paper. 

Of  course,  this  fertile  field  has  not  been  entirely  ne- 
glected. Far  from  it.  A few  pioneers  have  struck  out 
boldly  and  are  being  richly  repaid  by  appreciative  pro- 
fessors. When  the  editor  asked  me  to  write  this  article 
I said  I might  need  some  help,  and  without  second 
thought  he  reeled  off  a list  of  sure  fire  subtle  methods 
fraught  with  all  sorts  of  possibilities  that  convinced 
me  he  didn’t  depend  too  much  on  studying.  When 
I suggested  he  write  this  article  he  said,  by  Gosh,  he 
was  in  a bad  hole  around  here  as  it  was.  wasn’t  he. 
and  by  Gosh  it  was  my  column,  wasn't  it  ? All  of 
which  being  true,  here  are  a few  ways  of  making 
the  professor  overlook  the  fourth  cut  on  the  roll 
book,  or  forget  you  were  the  lug  who  cubed  two  and 
got  six.  Take  the  professor  down  to  the  house  for 
lunch.  The  success  of  this  methods  depends  a great 
deal  upon  the  lunch.  I would  say  the  prime  idea  is — 
learn  the  favorite  dishes  of  your  professors.  For  in- 
stance. while  Professor  T-r-u-t  calls  a mess  of  krout 
and  pig’s  knuckles  manna  from  heaven  (that's  all  right. 
I had  my  elementary  z-o  two  years  ago  and  am  major- 
ing in  economics).  Prof.  K-a-er  would  stalk  from  the 
house  in  high  dudgeon,  and  it  would  be  useless  to  ever 
again  attend  his  class  if  you  set  that  dish  before  him. 
Again,  there  may  he  people  who  relish  a rounded  out. 
well  done  platter  of  liver  and  onions  more  than  Prof. 
J-e-er,  but  we  don’t  know  them.  If  you  are  behind  in 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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II  NTERC'CEILEGIIaVTE 

By  Rosalie  Goodhart 


At  the  Pennsylvania  State  College  the  girls  give  an 
all-girl  dance,  the  traditional  second  semester  dance. 
It  is  called  the  Koed’s  Kotillion  and  is  held  in  the  ar- 
mory. The  dance  is  a costume  ball. 

The  women  at  Bridgewater  College,  Virginia,  have 
demonstrated  in  no  uncertain  terms  their  ability  to  stay 
in  the  academic  race  with  men,  according  to  a recent 
report  on  honor  students.  The  report  shows  that  ten 
per  cent  of  all  students  made  honors  the  last  semester. 
Of  this  number  75  per  cent  are  women,  13  per  cent  of 
all  women  enrolled  made  honors,  and  only  5 per  cent 
of  the  men. 

Furthering  the  fight  for  tax  exemption  of  fraternity 
and  sorority  property  in  the  State  of  Michigan,  the  In- 
terfraternity and  Panhellenic  Councils  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Michigan  approved  a petition  to  the  governor 
and  members  of  the  legislature.  The  petition  backs  the 
measure  in  the  house  to  exempt  fraternity  property  at 
that  university. 

Coop  Day  is  now  an  established  tradition  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Cincinnati.  Its  purpose  is  to  give  the  people 
of  Cincinnati  a more  exact  conception  of  the  facilities 
and  work  of  the  College  of  Engineering.  The  exhibits 
are  industrial  and  cultural. 

Thirty-nine  thousand  four  hundred  and  twenty-one 
graduates  of  airplane  schools  now  refer  to  their  Alma 
Motor. 

A former  president  of  the  student  body  of  Louisi- 
ana State  University,  was  sentenced  to  one  year  in 
prison  on  conviction  of  criminal  libel  and  the  circula- 
tion of  obscene  reading  matter  in  the  publication  of  the 
Whangdoodle,  known  by  the  students  as  a “scandal 
sheet."  It  was  charged  he  was  responsible  for  publishing 
scandalous  articles  about  prominent  persons  connected 
with  the  university. 

American  colleges  and  universities  are  “breeding 
grounds  for  muscular  athletes  or  nursing  homes  for  so- 
ciety blooms,”  in  the  estimation  of  Senator-elect  J. 
Hamilton  Lewis  of  Illinois.  In  an  interview  published 
in  the  Daily  Princetonian,  the  senator-elect  is  quoted  as 
saying : 

“Our  large  universities  in  America  are  under 
indictment  from  the  mass  of  American  citizenship 
as  institutions  which  care  to  do  as  little  as  possible 
for  the  education  of  the  student,  and  all  of  every- 
thing for  sports  and  amusements.  It  is  generally 


accepted  today  that  universities  are  simply  the 
breeding  grounds  for  muscular  athletes  or  the 
nursing  homes  for  society  blooms  who  hope  for  hot 
house  development  through  such  agencies  as  Greek 
letter  societies  and  glee  clubs.” 

Rudy  Vallee,  who  popularized  the  “Stein  Song"  of 
the  University  of  Maine,  has  recently  received  from  the 
University  of  Maine  Alumni  Association  a varsity  “M.” 

Northwestern  is  the  largest  school  in  the  Big  Ten  this 
year  according  to  a tabulation  made  by  the  Chicago 
Daily  News  Almanac  and  Year  Book.  It  has  an  enroll- 
ment of  14,664  students,  which  leads  the  University  of 
Chicago  by  190.  Illinois  comes  next  with  14,183  and  is 
followed  by  Michigan,  Wisconsin  and  Minnesota. 

College  men  at  the  University  of  Nebraska  have  at 
their  disposal  a course  in  the  selection  of  clothing.  The 
course  includes  instruction  on  what  to  wear,  where  to 
wear  it,  and  colors  and  designs  fitted  to  different  types 
of  men. 

Sororities  at  the  University  of  Illinois  dropped  from 
a 3.62  average  in  1925-26  to  a 3.4  average  in  1928-29. 

“Every  year  during  the  rushing  season  queries  come 
into  our  office  regarding  the  rating  of  the  various  fra- 
ternities. Sometimes  the  letters  or  wires  come  from 
the  Greek  letter  organizations,  sometimes  from  unde- 
cided rushees. 

Our  replies  do  not  vary.  They  read,  in  part,  “As  far 
as  we  know  there  is  no  rating  of  fraternities  or  sorori- 
ties. Each  group  has  its  own  splendid  organization,  its 
own  high  principles  for  which  it  stands,  its  own  aims 
and  ideals.  There  are  attractive  men  and  women  in- 
cluded in  the  personnel  of  one  group  as  well  as  in  an- 
other, and  allying  oneself  with  a social  organization  is 
largely  a matter  of  personal  taste." 

What  appeals  to  you  may  not  appeal  to  me.  How, 
then,  is  it  possible  to  strike  a general  agreement  as  to 
who  ranks  first,  second,  third,  etc.? 

We  do  not  feel  competent  to  judge,  hut  we  do  feel 
competent  to  say  that  a new  student  cannot  go  amiss 
in  joining  a national  of  sound  organization  and  of  ap- 
pealing personalities.  And  further,  may  we  say  to  the 
fraternities  and  sororities  themselves,  “Continue  to 
strive  to  keep  your  organization  where  you  believe  that 
it  ranks  first,  and  remember  that  others  are  working 
toward  the  same  end.” — Bantu's  Greek  Exchange. 


TAILEIIN©  WlliriH  TIH IE  ©IREEIKS 


By  Rosalie  Goodhart 


Adam  Strohm,  an  Alpha  Tan  Omega  from  Illinois, 
was  elected  president  of  the  American  Library  Asso- 
ciation at  its  last  meeting. 

E.  N.  Sloan,  a member  of  Delta  Sigma  Phi,  is  supe- 
rintendent of  the  Marion  cemetery.  His  position  is 
unique  as  he  is  the  youngest  man  in  the  United  States 
to  have  charge  of  a burial  ground.  He  is  nineteen,  and 
is  the  fourth  generation  of  his  family  to  follow  this 
vocation. 

Paul  Murphy,  former  University  of  Pennsylvania 
backfield  star  and  lately  an  assistant  coach  there,  was 
recently  chosen  assistant  coach  at  the  University  of 
Kansas.  He  is  a member  of  Delta  Sigma  Phi. 

One  chapter  of  Theta  Chi  has  a miniature  golf  course 
in  its  backyard.  One  of  the  greens  comes  nearer  being 
in  the  Institute  president’s  front  yard  than  elsewhere. 

From  all  reports  the  Kappa  Delta’s  are  excellent  de- 
baters. Sixteen  of  them  are  on  the  various  debate 
squads. 

Mary  Ellen  Chase,  who  won  the  Pictorial  Review 
$2,500  prize  with  her  story  “Salesmanship,’  is  a mem- 
ber of  Alpha  Omicron  Pi. 

To  protect  their  new  mascots  from  kindhearted  co- 
eds and  sorority  girls,  members  of  the  Phi  Sigma 
Kappa  fraternity  in  Berkeley  had  to  build  cages  for 
“Phi"  and  “Sig” — two  husky  three-month  old  cinna- 
mon bears.  The  bears  had  been  sent  down  from  the 
wilds  of  Idaho  by  an  alumnus  and  the  boys  chained 
them  to  a tree  in  front  of  the  fraternity  house.  As  the 
co-eds  went  by  they  threw  tidbits  in  the  form  of  candy 
and  cookies,  which  led  to  the  hasty  summoning  of  a 
veterinary. 

Colonel  Amos  W.  W.  Woodcock,  a Phi  Sigma  Kappa 
from  St.  John’s,  of  Annapolis,  Md.,  is  director  of  the 
Prohibition  Bureau.  He  received  the  degree  of  Bach- 
elor of  Laws  from  the  University  of  Maryland  in  1910. 


Charles  Paddock  and  Frank  Wycoff,  two  of  the 
“world  s fastest  humans,"  are  brothers  in  Kappa  Alpha 
Southern  at  the  University  of  Southern  California. 

Phi  Delta  Theta  is  represented  in  the  United  States 
Senate  by  Senators  Fletcher  of  Florida.  Robinson  of 
Indiana,  and  Thomas  of  Oklahoma. 

Dr.  Harry  Woodburn  Chase,  Sigma  Xu.  has  re- 
signed presidency  of  the  University  of  North  Carolina 
to  accept  Illinois  presidency. 

Gilchrist  Baker  Stockton,  Sigma  Xu  and  former 
Rhodes  Scholar,  has  been  appointed  by  President 
Hoover  as  Ambassador  to  Austria. 

Five  of  the  ten  girls  voted  the  most  outstanding  by 
the  students  at  Queen's  College  are  Kappa  Deltas. 

Marv  Hamilton  Horton,  an  Alpha  Omicron  Pi  at 
Birmingham,  Alabama,  is  the  only  known  woman  me- 
teorologist in  the  United  States. 

Several  colleges  are  aiding  fraternities  in  collecting 
accounts  by  withholding  graduation  or  refusing  re- 
entry to  those  owing  money  on  past  bills. 

The  late  William  Howard  Taft  was  a member  of 
Alpha  Gamma  Rho. 

G.  Douglas  Morris,  Theta  Chi  from  Dartmouth,  was 
chosen  by  the  senior  governing  body  of  that  school  to 
attend  a summer  of  study  in  Geneva.  He  was  chosen 
because  of  his  interest  in  international  affairs. 

Paul  Jessup  of  Phi  Delta  Theta  holds  the  world’s 
record  in  discus  throwing. 

Sigma  Phi  Sigma  has  been  studying  the  scholarship 
records  of  their  members  and  their  results  show  that 
the  freshman  average  is  higher  than  at  any  other  time 
except  the  last  semester  of  the  senior  year. 

Ella  Alexander  Poole,  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma,  liar- 
lectured  in  practically  every  state  in  the  union  and  in 
Great  Britain  and  is  the  author  of  "Give  Prohibition 
Its  Chance.”  ( Continued  on  page  31 ) 


By  W.  H.  (Bill)  Hottel 


kings  are  popping  in  basketball  at  Maryland 
just  now,  with  both  the  Varsity  and  Fresh- 
man teams  possessing  plenty  of  fireworks. 

When  this  was  dashed  off  at  the  urgent  request  of 
Jimmy  Andrews  for  the  benefit  of  the  thousands  of 
Old  Line  readers,  Coach  Shipley's  Varsity  has  won 
four  of  its  five  games  and  had  taken  all  three  of  its 
contests  in  the  Southern  Conference. 

Having  lost  Bill  Evans,  A1  Heagy,  Julie  Radice, 
Fred  I letzel  and  George  Madigan  by  the  diploma  route, 
Bob  Gaylor  by  withdrawal  and  Pat  Rooney  through 
injury,  Shipley  had  only  Shorty  Chalmers,  Bozey  Ber- 
ger, Ed  Ronkin,  Charlie  May,  Jack  Norris  and  John 
I’itzer  left  from  last  season's  team  and  faced  a real 
problem. 

Bob  Wilson,  who  totes  an  injured  shoulder  that 
greatly  handicaps  him  ; Fred  Stieber,  who  has  not  had 
much  experience  at  the  game;  Bill  Lunev  and  Skippy 
Faber,  who  flirted  with  the  1929  freshman  outfit;  Ed 
Melvin,  the  only  1930  yearling  to  go  up  for  a trial,  and 
Frank  Hines,  who  is  out  as  a future  prospect,  make  up 
the  list  of  aspirants. 

Wilson  would  be  a corking  good  player  if  his 
shoulder  was  O.K.,  but  as  it  is  Chalmers,  Ronkin, 
Norris,  Berger  and  May  have  to  bear  the  burden  and 
if  one  of  them  goes  out  of  the  game  it  is  just  too  bad, 
although  Pitzer  is  a big  asset. 

Norris  has  shown  great  improvemennt  at  center  and 
this  has  been  a life-saver,  permitting  the  use  of  Berger 
as  a running  guard  where  he  is  a whiz-bang. 

Jack  Faber’s  cub  basketers  bring  back  fond  memories 
of  the  1928  yearling  team,  members  of  which  now  are 


the  backbone  of  the  present  Varsity,  and  have  swept 
aside  all  opposition  to  date,  scoring  nearly  two  points 
to  their  rivals'  one  in  all  games. 

Foxy  Faber  has  eleven  men  on  his  squad  and  six 
of  them  Rufus  Vincent,  Spencer  Chase,  Bob  Snyder, 
Wilbur  Wright,  Alton  Buscher  and  Russell  Lampson 
may  be  termed  regulars  John  Monk,  who  is  a near 
regular;  Ray  Davidson,  Homer  Hart.  Harold  Naugh- 
ton  and  George  Lunak  complete  the  roster. 

His  “regulars"  average  more  than  six  feet  in  height. 

Geary  (alias  Swede  and  Ep).  Eppley,  track  coach 
after  he  gets  through  teaching  agronomy  each  day,  has 
between  25  and  30  candidates  prepping  on  the  boards 
in  Ritchie  gym  for  the  indoor  campaign.  Maryland 
will  take  part  in  several  meets,  including  ones  at  Vir- 
ginia and  Catholic  U.,  and  should  gain  a fair  share  of 
points.  Eppley  thinks  his  team  for  the  outdoor  season, 
when  he  will  have  about  -10  aspirants  will  approximate 
last  year’s  strength. 

He  had  not  made  up  his  mind  about  having  a relay 
team  for  the  indoor  campaign  when  this  was  banged  off. 

Maryland's  bow  in  boxing  this  year  may  be  more 
profuse  than  was  expected.  Coach  Bill  Whipp,  who 
knows  his  ring  onions,  says  he  has  a boy  who  will  be 
tough  enough  to  lick  in  Bernie  Keener,  144  pounder, 
and  two  others  who  look  mighty  good  in  Francis 
Holloway,  a heavyweight,  and  Karl  Mech,  who  goes  to 
the  showers  weighing  165.  He  also  has  quite  a few  good 
prospects  among  his  other  20  aspirants. 

And,  last  but  by  no  means  the  least,  Curley  Bvrd 
says  that  he  will  have  that  field  house  before  the  year 
is  out  or  burst.  And,  be  it  known,  that  Curley,  is  not 
at  all  partial  to  exploding. 
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By  George  W.  Fogg 


Nine  hundred  and  one  books  were  published  last 
month.  Pretty  close  to  the  odd  “1"  was  Admiral  Byrd’s 
Little  America  which  appeared  just  in  time  to  make  a 
good  Christmas  gift. 

The  reasons  for  exploring  the  South  Pole  are  many, 
says  Admiral  Byrd.  Among  them  is  the  fact  that  one 
does  not  know  what  is  there  until  he  has  gone  to  see. 
A second  reason  is  that  there  have  been  suggestions 
that  there  was  considerable  mineral  wealth,  which 
though  not  immediately  useful,  is  well  to  know  about. 
Meteorological  and  other  observations  add  to  the  store 
of  useful  scientific  information. 

No  unemployed  miner’s  wife  had  to  he  more  judi- 
cious in  purchasing  than  did  the  managers  of  the  Byrd 
Antarctic  Expedition,  who  were  responsible  for  sup- 
plying the  needs  and  comforts  of  the  82  men  who  would 
he  out  of  reach  of  help  for  two  years.  Included  in  the 
purchases  were  four  airplanes,  two  steamboats,  and  a 
radio  sending  and  receiving  station,  as  well  as  food, 
clothes,  coal,  etc. 

Little  America  was  a collection  of  about  twenty  vari- 
ous sized  shacks  scattered  to  minimize  fire  danger,  and 
connected  by  tunnels  in  the  snow.  Strange  to  tell,  water 
was  scarce  in  Little  America.  This  was  because  it  had 
to  be  provided  by  melting  snow  on  a coal  fire,  and  the 
coal  supply  was  limited.  Therefore,  getting  enough 
water  and  keeping  it  liquid  long  enough  to  develop  one 
of  the  75-foot  airplane  mapping  camera  films  was 
quite  a feat,  but  it  was  done. 

One  man  even  played  the  stock  market  from  Little 
America,  but  this  wasn’t  his  principal  occupation.  Lit- 
tle America  is  the  clear,  straight  forward  narrative  of 
two  years  of  work  and  play,  well  written  and  good  to 
the  last  drop — 1 mean  word.  The  pictures  seem  to  be 
mostly  copies  of  some  that  were  shown  in  the  film  in 
town  last  summer. 

W.  Somerset  Maugham  no  doubt  knows  how  to  write 
a good  story,  and  equally  doubtless  1 don’t  like  the  ones 
he  writes.  Cakes  and  Ale , or  The  Skeleton  in  the  Cup- 
board is  the  third  of  his  that  I have  meandered  through 
and  they  all  left  me  flat. 

This  is  one  of  those  retrospective  stories  told  in  the 
first  person.  The  author  represents  himself  as  being 
asked  to  supply  interesting  anecdotes  for  a biography 
of  a recently  deceased  author  called  Driffield,  who  is 
probably  intended  to  he  identified  as  Thomas  Hardy. 


According  to  Mr.  Maugham,  the  principal  reason  for 
Hardy’s  fame  is  that  he  wrote  a great  deal,  and  lived  to 
be  eighty  years  old. 

Every  little  incident  sets  the  author  reminiscing,  but 
he  does  it  in  consecutive  order,  and  you  get  a pretty 
good  deal  of  the  life  of  Driffield,  or  Hardy,  from  the 
time  he  married  a bar-maid  and  was  looked  down  upon 
until  he  remarried  and  was  looked  up  to.  The  bar-maid 
proved  to  he  a lady  of  extraordinary  moral  ideas,  and 
she  ran  away  with  a coal  dealer.  The  Skeleton  in  this 
particular  cupboard  was  the  fact  that  the  author  had 
been  very  well  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Driffield,  and  had 
met  her  in  New  York,  where  she  went  with  her  coal 
dealer. 

The  characters  are  especially  well  described,  and  their 
conversation  reasonable.  It  is  a story  one  would  read 
principally  if  he  wanted  to  learn  the  inside  information 
about  how  authors  are  made  in  England. 

December  was  a good  month  for  detective  stories. 
Two  I can  recommend  from  personal  experience  are 

The  Silver  Key,  by  Edgar  Wallace  (one  of  the  clever 
products  of  this  writing  machine),  and 

The  House  of  Murder,  by  H.  L.  Gates  (full  of  se- 
cret tunnels,  sliding  doors,  and  a bombastic  French  de- 
tective) . 

According  to  the  1910  Reveille  “Chief”  Tydings  ar- 
rived at  the  conclusion  that  “It  seems  that  a young  au- 
thor of  ability  has  no  show  at  all  these  days,”  however 
things  seem  to  have  changed.  Before  and  After  Prohi- 
bition is  the  title  he  has  given  his  contribution  to  what 
Mencken  calls  "the  holy  cause."  It  is  principally  a hand- 
book of  statistics  and  running  comment  to  the  effect 
that,  as  he  says  “this  method  of  controlling  the  traffic 
and  lessening  the  abuse,  instead  of  improving  the  gen- 
eral condition,  has  only  made  it  worse.”  We  noticed 
that  Washington  speakeasies  seemed  to  have  reached 
the  height  of  their  attractiveness  for  men  17-21  years 
of  age  in  1927  and  have  regularly  provided  fewer  vic- 
tims for  the  police  court  ever  since. 

George  Bothwel  Brown,  who  once  conducted  a col- 
umn called  “Postscripts"  in  the  Washington  Post,  and 
who  has  since  conducted  something  simila'r  for  one  of 
the  Hearst  papers,  has  written  an  intimate  history  of 
Washington,  which  is  said  to  contain  more  interesting 
sidelights  than  anything  yet  published.  1 haven't  been 
able  to  get  hold  of  a copy  of  it.  ( Continued  on  page  31 ) 
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The  Origin  of  the  Title  ' Old  Line  State ’ for 

the  State  of  Maryland 

The  State  of  Maryland,  one  of  thirteen  original  col- 
onies, has  one  of  the  greatest  historical  backgrounds  of 
any  state  in  the  Union.  This  little  state  in  the  early  days 
caused  much  trouble  for  the  mother  country.  From  it 
came  some  of  the  greatest  fighting  men  America  has 
produced.  1 do  not  necessarily  mean  military  leaders, 
but  the  fighting  men  as  a whole. 

Maryland  historians  claim  that  the  bravery  and  valor 
of  the  Maryland  troops  in  the  American  Revolution  are 
unequalled  bv  those  of  any  other  colony.  Whenever 
there  was  a special  task  to  be  performed  Washington 
called  on  his  trusted  Marylanders. 

One  of  the  most  notable  battles  of  the  Revolution 
was  that  of  Long  Island.  Mr.  Andrews  vividly  de- 
scribes this  battle  in  his  new  History  of  Maryland.  It 
was  at  this  battle  and  during  Lord  Stirling's  sixth  and 
last  advance  on  Cornwallis'  brigade  that  Washington 
remarked:  ‘Good  God!  what  brave  fellows  I must  this 
day  lose.”  During  these  attacks  a little  over  half  of  the 
original  Maryland  battalion  of  four  hundred  were  lost. 
Of  the  remainder,  some  historians  say  half  surrendered 
and  the  other  half  conducted  an  orderly  retreat  between 
two  regiments  of  British  and  under  heavy  fire ; while 
other  historians  say,  all  retreated  and  none  surrendered. 
The  Marylanders  had  attracted  the  attention  of  the 
commander-in-chief,  for  they  saved  the  entire  Ameri- 
can army  from  destruction.  From  that  day  on  the 
Maryland  Line  was  noted  for  its  bravery,  and  often 
called  on  by  Washington  to  hold  or  guard  important 
possessions. 

Onderdon,  in  his  history  of  Maryland,  often  speaks 
of  the  great  bravery  of  the  Maryland  line,  and  in  one 
place  says:  "In  the  sharpest  conflicts  of  the  war  it  was 
they  who  stemmed  the  current  of  the  heavy  fight."  Allen 
says  in  his  history  that:  “The  Maryland  Line  has  made 
a glorious  record"  again,  “throughout  the  war  the 
Maryland  troops  were  remarkably  efficient  and  under 


the  title  of  The  Maryland  Line."  Of  the  battle  of 
Long  Island,  Dulany’s  History  of  Maryland,  edited  by 
Saffel,  says,  “The  troops  of  Maryland  fought  bravely 
in  this  battle"  again,  “whenever  a battle  was  fought  in 
the  years  1776-1777  The  Brave  Maryland  Line  was 
strongly  represented." 

At  the  retreat  of  the  Continental  Army  from  Long- 
Island  the  Connecticut  Militia  were  forming  a rear 
guard,  but  at  the  first  sight  of  the  British  they  "fled  dis- 
gracefully,” as  the  Connecticut  and  other  troops  often 
did.  Washington,  very  much  disgusted,  called  for  a de- 
tachment of  the  Maryland  battalion  and  they,  under 
Conoled  Smallwood,  maintained  their  position  until 
they  were  relieved  by  a special  order  from  Washington. 
In  one  of  the  volumes  of  the  History  of  the  States  the 
author  states  that:  “To  recount  the  deeds  of  The 
Maryland  Line  would  be  to  rewrite  the  history  of  the 
war.” 

It  is  the  opinion  of  the  writer  that  after  a comprehen- 
sive review  of  the  histories  covering  the  activities  of  the 
Maryland  troops,  from  colonial  days  down  through  the 
Revolutionary  War,  that  The  Maryland  Line  was 
recognized  for  its  bravery  and  its  efficiency  and  by  rea- 
son of  these  qualities  was  always  dependable.  Conse- 
quently Maryland  has  been  frequently  referred  to  or 
spoken  of  by  authors  and  speakers  as  The  Old  Line 
State. 

J.  R.  Ullrich. 


Him:  “You  don’t  smoke?" 

Her:  “No.” 

Him:  “And  you  don't  drink.'" 

Her:  “Nope." 

Him:  “By  George,  I’m  coming  out  and  see  you  some 
time:  you  must  do  something." — Satyr. 

i i 1 

“Freshman,  drop  that  cigarette!" 

“Pardon  me,  sir,  but  I'm  picking  up  butts  for  one  of 
the  seniors.” — Reserve  Red  Cat. 


Patronize 

The  Post/Basketball  Dances 

Washington  College,  Feb.  n 
Johns  Hopkins,  Feb.  25 

Ritchie  Gymnasium 

Gentlemen  50c  Ladies  25c 


A Fraternity  Man’s  Credo 

1.  That  the  treasurer  and  caterer  are  in  cahoots  to 
gyp  and  starve  everybody  in  the  house. 

2.  That  the  meals  are  the  worst  in  town. 

3.  That  somebody  stole  the  toothpaste  he  left  in  the 
bathroom. 

4.  That  there  is  never  any  hot  water. 

5.  That  all  other  fraternities  are  models  of  peace 
and  harmony. 

6.  That  every  man  with  a lot  of  keys  is  really  an 
awful  heel. 

7.  That  everyone  who  has  any  job  of  importance  is 
a master  chiseler. 

8.  That  all  that  is  necessary  to  get  pledges  is  to  have 
a big  house. 

9.  1 hat  every  other  house  observes  study  hour. 

10.  That  it  would  lie  nice  to  live  alone  some  place 
with  a lock  on  the  door. 

— Dartmouth  Jack  o’  Lantern. 

111 

She:  ' 'I’m  a good  sport,  but  I draw  the  line  some- 
where.” 


— 

See 

SOL  STATELAND 

for 

SERVICE 

CLEANING,  PRESSING 
and 

TAILORING 

Delivery  Service  Phone  Berwyn  242 


He:  " Let’s  see  the  mark.” 
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Collegiate  Evolution 
The  Freshman  writes  a letter  home: 

Dear  Dad:  The  college  is  wonderful,  and  the  pro- 
fessors are  such  great  men.  I’m  learning  a lot.  I study 
all  the  time. — Bill. 

The  Sophomore  writes  a letter  home: 

Dear  Dad : Classes  aren't  the  only  thing  in  college. 
A man  just  must  get  out  a little.  The  activities  certainly 
do  fascinate  me. — Bill. 

The  Junior  writes  a letter  home: 

Dear  Dad:  A man  goes  to  college  to  learn  about  life. 
You  can’t  do  that  by  going  to  classes  or  playing  foot- 
ball. To  really  know  a man  you  have  to  get  drunk  with 
him.— -Bill. 

The  Senior  writes  a letter  home: 

Dear  Dad:  The  only  way  to  learn  about  life  is 

through  women.  Everything  else  is  hunk.  But.  you 
know  Dad,  they  are  awfully  expensive. — Bill. 

— Johns  Hopkins  Black  and  Blue  Jay. 


Wrestling  Coach:  “Have  you  had  any  experience?" 
Candidate:  “Well,  not  exactly,  but  my  mother  was  a 
contortionist,  my  father  a chiropractor,  and  1 was  born 
in  the  rumble  seat  of  a Ford." — Record. 


I 

SETTING 
THE  STAGE 

Is  of  vital  importance 
. . . for  when  the  cur- 
tain rises  the  attention 
of  everyone  is  focused 
on  the  opening  scene. 
. . , Joyce  Photo- 

Engravings  “set  the 
stage”  ...  for  that 
impression  so  neces- 
sary to  insure  . . . suc- 
cessful printing.  . . . 

MAURICE 

r\  v r c 

^ 

v/  / v«  L 

ENGRAVING  CO. 

J.  OSCAR  FAUTH,  MANAGER 

Star  Building,  District  3452 

— j 

“My  girl  always  goes  to  bed  in  her  working  clothes.” 
“Howzatt?” 

“She’s  an  artist's  model." — Mugwump. 


Ode  to  a Freshie 
Don’t  worry  if  your  tasks  are  hard. 
And  your  pleasures  few, 

Remember  that  the  mighty  oak 
Was  once  a nut  like  you. 

— Exchange. 


“My  father’s  death  was  caused  by  a falling  spade." 
“You  mean  to  say  someone  dropped  a shovel  on  his 
head?” 

“Oh,  no ! The  ace  dropped  out  of  his  sleeve  in  a 
poker  game.” — Log. 


She  is  only  a real  estate  man’s  daughter,  but.  oh, 
what  a development ! — Bison. 

He:  "I  feel  like  a better  man  every  time  I kiss  you.” 
She : “Well,  you  needn’t  try  to  get  to  Heaven  to- 
night.”— Yellow  Jacket. 


He:  "Say,  you're  quite  an  amateur  at  kissing." 

She:  "Think  so?  Well,  it  took  a lot  of  practice  to 
get  that  first  time  effect. " — Drcxcl. 


A lone  freshman  waited  on  the  Old  Main  Path. 
Drops  of  sweat  stood  out  on  his  face,  heat  waves  went 
up  his  back,  and  obvious  discomfort  made  him  pull 
his  shirt  collar  out  from  the  neck.  The  freshman  felt 
miserable.  He  mopped  his  flushed  face  again,  but 
with  no  relief.  His  discomfort  was  getting  unbear- 
able. Finally  he  succumbed  and  muttered  to  himself, 
“Aw  hell.  If  that  fresh  co-ed  won’t  stop  staring  at 
me  I'll  walk  away.”— Exchange. 


Kissing  a girl  because  she  lets  you  is  like  scratching 
a place  that  doesn’t  itch. — Log. 


Indifference 

You  needn’t  think  I'm  coming  back  to  you, 
Because  you  break  your  vows  the  way  you  do: 
And  please  don't  think  that  I am  sad  and  blue. 
Because  I'm  not — I'm  just  as  gay  as  you. 

My  heart  will  always  find  somebody  new. 
Don't  think  that  only  one  will  find  it  true: 

You  needn't  think  I’m  coming  back  to  you. 
Because  I’m  not — unless  you  ask  me  to. 

— ■ 


THE  WILLARD 

-Announces 

Special  Luncheons  and  Dinners 
as  follows 

CRYSTAL  ROOM 

Luncheons  at  $1.00  and  $1.50  Dinners  at  $1.50  and  $2.50 

c. Delightful  Music  During  Dinner,  Seven  to  J\ [me  O’clock 

COFFEE  SHOP 

Luncheons  at  75c,  85c  and  $1.00  Dinner  at  $1.25 

A ho  a la  carte  service  in  both  rooms 

Unexcelled  facilities  for  Tea  Dances,  Proms,  Private  Dinners 
and  Luncheons  of  any  size,  large  or  small 


Padre:  ‘‘Still  running  around  with  that  little  brunette 
of  last  summer,  son?” 

Hijo:  “Why,  dad,  she’s  married  now.” 

Padre : “Answer  me.” — Pelican. 


Anne : “How  is  it  that  Harwood  never  takes  you  to 
the  theatre  any  more?” 

Howe:  “Well  you  see,  one  evening  it  rained,  and 
we  stayed  home.” — Ranger. 


“Bread,”  cried  the  actor,  and  the  curtain  fell  down 
with  a roll. — Log. 


“Ruth  could  have  married  anybody  she  pleased." 
“Then  why  is  she  still  single?” 

“Well,  she’s  never  pleased  anyone.” — Skipper. 


He:  “What  color  is  the  best  for  June  brides?” 
Haw:  “All  a matter  of  taste.  Pel  prefer  a white 
one. ' ' — Wh  i rlwind. 


She:  “Why  didn’t  you  shave  before  taking  me  to  the 
Prom  ?” 

He:  “I  did.” 

She:  “When?” 

He:  “Just  before  I came  over  to  wait  for  you.” — 
Octopus. 


"Yes,  1 had  a beard  like  yours  once,  and  when  1 
realized  how  it  made  me  look,  I cut  it  off."  - 

“Well,  I had  a face  like  yours  once,  and  when  I 
realized  that  I couldn’t  cut  it  off  I grew  this  beard." 
—Frivol. 


A friend  of  ours  called  up  a sorority  house  and  asked 
the  young  maiden  to  give  him  a hot  date,  and  she  gave 
him  the  date  of  the  Chicago  fire. — Juggler. 


She:  “I'll  bet  you  five  dollars  1 won’t  be  invited  to 
the  dance.” 

He:  “I'll  take  you.” — Reserve  Red  Cat. 

“There  goes  the  man  who  swindled  me  out  of  fifty 
grand.” 

“Yeah” 

“Yeah.  He  wouldn’t  let  his  daughter  marry  me.” — 
Sniper. 


“What  ho.  Bonso,  you’ve  forgotten  your  glasses." 
“Yeah?  's  all  right.  I’m  going  out  on  a blind  date." 
— Voodoo. 


Mother:  “Mary,  come  up  stairs  immediately.” 
Mary:  "But  I’m  all  wrapped  up  in  my  problem.” 
Mother:  “Tell  him  to  go  home.” — Widow. 
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YOU  CAN  RECOMMEND 
YOUR  FRIENDS 
TO  THIS  BANK 

With  the  assurance  that  they  will  be  accorded 
every  courtesy  within  our  power  to  extend  them. 

THE  PRINCE  GEORGES 
BANK& 

TRUST  COMPANY 

MT.  RAINIER,  MD.  HYATTSVILLE,  MD. 

J.  Enos  Ray,  President 

T.  Howard  Duckett,  Vice  Pres,  and  Counsel 
N.  G.  Dudrow,  President 
Perry  Boswell,  Vice-President 
H.  C.  Byrd,  Vice-President 
Titaddeus  M.  Jones,  Treasurer 
William  Bowie,  Assistant  Treasurer 
J.  Robert  Sherwood,  Assistant  Treasurer 


CASSON 

STUDIO 


Official  Photographer 
to 

The  Reveille  Staff 

907  Pennsylvania  Ave. 

J.  E.  CASSON  NAT.  2861 


Maximum  Grades  with  Minimum  Effort 

(Continued  from  Page  19) 

P-b-ic  S-e-k-ng,  a steaming  bowl  of  sprouts  and  bacon 
set  in  front  of  Prof.  R-c-ad-on  will  pull  your  average 
up  to  a B.  Dear  Prof.  S-r-ws  can  go  strong  at  any  time 
on  filet  de  mignon,  lyonnaise  potatoes,  fresh  peas,  apple 
strudel  and  black  coffee.  (I  need  all  the  breaks  I can 
get  in  P-y-h-l-gy.)  Learn  the  favorite  dishes  of  your 
professors.  Make  up  a chart  or  something  for  the  chef 
so  he  won’t  slip  up,  and  for  one  meal,  anyway,  don't 
cut  your  meat  with  the  butter  knife. 

Drive  the  Professor  in  to  town.  If  you  are  a good 
driver,  have  a fast  car,  and  rapid  fire  wit.  this  method 
will  pay  high  dividends.  Avoid  the  flatness  of  a monot- 
onous. uneventful  trip.  A few  thrills  sensibly  inter- 
spersed along  the  way  will  give  the  professor  something 
to  talk  about  for  a long  time.  Purposely  get  yourself 
in  for  some  pretty  close  calls,  then  coolly  maneuver 
your  way  out  of  the  difficulty.  The  professor  will  ad- 
mire your  nerve,  and  never  forget  you.  Don’t  make 
any  breaks  like  one  freshman  pulled  last  year  while 
driving  Dean  Tolly  into  town.  He  stopped  for  gas, 
and  during  the  refueling  process  looked  rather  pointedly 
at  his  passenger,  who  sat  undisturbed,  calmly  watching 
the  red  liquid  drain  into  the  tank.  Unable  to  contain 
himself  any  longer  the  freshman  stated,  in  no  uncer- 
tain tones,  that  he  thought  it  was  customary  for  passen- 
gers to  at  least  offer  to  chip  in  for  the  gas. 

Play  golf  with  the  professor.  This  is  the  worst 
method  and  is  only  to  be  fallen  back  upon  as  a last 
resort.  Playing  golf  stands  at  the  head  of  things  college 
professors  can  never  learn  to  do.  Last  year  a student 
who  had  never  before  held  a club  in  his  hand  was 
forced  to  twenty  holes  before  he  could  let  Prof.  D-d-er 
beat  him  and  even  then  he  had  to  drive  eight  successive 
balls  in  the  water  hazard  to  cinch  the  thing.  He  got  a 
C all  right,  but  he  will  never,  it  is  said,  be  the  same. 

Well,  that’s  all  we  can  tell  you  about  this  strategy. 
We  know  a few  other  good  systems  like  sponging  off 
the  blackboards  and  beating  out  the  chalk  erasers  before 
each  class.  But  wouldn’t  it  look  terrible,  now,  if  forty- 
seven  of  the  fifty-six  people  in  the  class  scrambled  and 
snarled  around  with  wet  sponges  trying  to  get  at  the 
boards,  or  milled  about  in  muttering  mobs  waiting  to 
beat  out  two  cracked  chalk  erasers.  “Man  Mutilated 
by  Milling  Mob  in  Maryland  Monstrosity."  I can  see 
the  headlines  now.  Then  where  would  you  be?  Keep 
your  head  out  of  the  clouds,  son. 

What  you  want  to  do  is  pick  a good,  safe  method, 
play  your  professor  carefully,  be  alert  to  take  advan- 
tages of  any  breaks,  and  perhaps  when  your  card 
reaches  father  you  won’t  have  to  join  the  Foreign  Le- 
gion after  all. 
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Talking  With  the  Greeks 

(Continued  from  page  21 ) 

Emma  Hall  Schofield,  assistant  attorney  general  of 
Massachusetts,  is  a member  of  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma. 

A hoard  of  five  members  of  Alpha  Gamma  Rho  has 
been  organized  to  finance  the  "Sickle  and  Sheaf.”  This 
hoard  is  known  as  the  Endowment  Board. 

Daniel  Edgar  Morgan,  who  is  now  city  manager  of 
Cleveland,  Ohio,  is  a member  of  Alpha  Tan  Omega. 

Kappa  Alpha  (Southern)  is  divided  nationally  into 
provinces,  each  province  bearing  the  name  of  one  of 
the  original  founders. 


Books 

( Continued  from  page  24) 

The  January  choices  of  the  various  book  clubs  are  as 
follows : 

Book-of-the-month  Club:  Education  of  a Princess 
(by  Marie,  Grand  Duchess  of  Russia)  ; 

Literary  Guild:  The  Ring  of  the  Lowenskolds  (by 
Selma  Lagerlof)  ; 

Book  League:  Portrait  of  Caroline  (by  Sylvia 
Thompson)  ; 

Free  Thought  Book  Club:  Liberty  in  the  Modern 
State  (by  H.  J.  Laski)  ; 

Religious  Book  Club:  Christian  Ethics  and  Modern 
Problems  (by  Dean  Inge)  ; 

Catholic  Book  Club:  The  Mirror  of  the  Month  (by 
Sheila  Kave-Smith)  ; 

Mystery  League:  The  House  of  Murder  (H.  L. 
Gates)  ; 

Fiction  League:  A box  of  five  mystery  novels; 

Crime  Club:  Not  announced: 

Scientific  Book-of-the-Month : Not  announced. 


If  dresses  become  any  more  abbreviated,  sorority 
pins  will  have  to  be  worn  in  the  form  of  stickers. 
—Claw. 

1 i 1 

"No,  you  can't  take  my  daughter  out  riding!" 

"Why  not,  sir?” 

"Aren't  you  a college  student?” 

"Hell,  no.  I work  over  to  Kelley's  pool  hall.” 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  my  daughter  will  be  ready  in  a 
minute." — Orange  Peel. 

i i 1 

Him:  "Who  gave  the  bride  away?” 

Shim:  "I  could  have  but  I kept  my  mouth  shut." — 
Conger's  Paw. 

“What’s  the  dope.  Jack?” 

" ’[’ain’t  dope,  Jim,  I’m  just  sleepy.” — The  Pointer. 


Watch  for  the  Announcement  of 
the  Next  Rossbourg  Dance 

Harold  B.  Robinson,  President 
Chester  Tawney,  Vice-President 
Joseph  Caldara,  Secretary 
Warren  Rabbit,  Treasurer 


Producers  of  the 
1931  " Reveille  ” 
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Your  Nomination,  I 
Please! 


In  an  effort  to  discover  the  University's  Best 
Dressed  Man,  The  Old  Line  is  conducting  an  open 
contest  by  popular  vote. 

The  Old  Line  will  present  a suitable  reward 
to  the  winner,  the  nature  of  which  is  to  be  with' 
held  until  the  completion  of  the  contest. 

Announcement  will  be  made  of  the  results  in 
this  space  in  the  Junior  Prom  Issue. 

Below  is  a printed  ballot  upon  which  you  are 
entitled  to  mark  the  name  of  your  choice  as  Md.’s 
Best  Dressed  Man.  The  contest  is  open  to  every 
University  male  student  with  the  sole  exclusion  of 
those  connected  with  the  various  publication  staffs. 
Please  print  the  name  of  your  candidate  and  return 
the  marked  ballot  to  The  Old  Line  office  before 
noon,  March  io,  1931. 


J domination  for  The  Old  Lines 

Best  Dressed  Man  Contest 
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© 1931,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Camels 

MILD  — Not  flat 


Companionship 


To  THE  cosy  intimacy  of  the  firelight  hour,  Camel  adds  a 
perfect  companionship.  It  is  the  smoke  one  might  dream 
of,  fragrant  and  mellow,  mild  and  altogether  delightful. 

The  mildness  of  Camel  is  a natural  mildness,  from  the 
blending  of  choicest  sun-ripened  tobaccos  — never  over- 
treated, never  flat  or  insipid. 
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COLLEGE  INN 

Open  Daily,  7.30  A.  M.  Close  6.45  P.  M. 

Saturday  Nights 

Special  75c  STEAK  DINNER 

French  Fried  Potatoes,  Etc. 

Sunday — Open  8.30  Close  1.15  P.  M. 

75c  Roast  Duck  or  Chicken  Dinner 

Tasty  Plome  Cooked  Foods  Table  Service 


1-C:  “What  are  the  races  that  have  dominated 
America  ?” 

4-C : "The  Indianapolis  and  Kentucky  Derbies,  sir." 
— The  Log. 


He:  “Would  you  scream  if  I kissed  you?" 
She:  “How  could  I if  you  did  it  properly?" 


Love-Sick  Mid.:  "Do  you  think  you  could  learn  to 
love  me?” 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  “Well,  I learned  to  eat  spin- 
ach."— The  Log. 

Bobby:  “Sister  must  he  able  to  see  in  the  dark." 

Mother:  "Why?” 

Bobby : “Why  last  night  when  she  was  entertaining 
Mr.  Westgate  in  the  parlor  and  the  lights  were  out  I 
heard  her  say,  ‘Why  Tom,  you  haven't  shaved’!” — 
Frivol. 


She:  "Was  Tom  downcast  after  he  spoke  to  your 
dad  ?" 

Her:  “Yes,  two  flights  of  stairs." — The  V.  P.  I. 
Skipper. 


Everybody  Eats  at  the 

College  Bar-B^Q 

Open  to  2 A.  M. 

SANDWICHES,  LIGHT  LUNCH 
PLATE  DINNER 
CIGARS— CIGARETTES 

At  the  Gate 

BUSES  TO  ALL  POINTS 


Round  Trip — Baltimore  $1.25 

Round  Trip — Washington  — $ .50 
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CCMPANy 

ATTLEBORO,  MASSACHUSETTS 


"MAKER  OF  9 OF  EVERY 
10  NATIONAL  COLLEGE 
FRATERNITY  BADGES" 

Maryland  Representative 

The  BLACK  & GOLD  SHOP 

COLLEGE  PARK 


He:  “Honey,  your  eyes  make  me  dizzy.” 

She:  “Say,  don’t  blame  my  eyes." — North  Carolina 
Buccaneer. 

Cop:  “Hey,  there,  collegian,  where  to  with  that 
co-ed?” 

Collegian:  “I’m  taking  her  to  a lecture,  officer.” 

Cop:  “Who’s  giving  a lecture  at  four  o’clock  in  the 
morning  ?” 

Collegian:  “Her  housemother,  officer.” — Virginia 

Reel. 


“Why  do  you  keep  staring  at  yourself  in  the  mirror?" 
“I  just  want  to  look  things  square  in  the  face.” 
“Hmm.  Not  a pleasant  reflection,  I’d  say.” — The 
Pointer. 


Toast  overheard  at  a fraternity  banquet:  “Here’s  to 
the  land  we  love  and  vice-versa." — Do  Do. 


“I  grade  by  the  curve  system,”  said  the  professor  as 
he  glanced  at  the  row  of  beautiful  co-eds  in  the  front 
of  him. — Texas  Ranger. 

She:  My  brother  doesn't  drink,  smoke  or  swear. 
He:  Does  he  make  all  his  own  dresses,  too.” — Dodo. 
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A CCNCIENTICUS  FORECAST  CE  THE 
EASEEALL  SCHEDULE 

Bv  W.  R.  McAllister 


(Editor’s  Note:  Mr.  McAllister  probably  is  the 
most  unique  sports  forecaster  in  history.  Using  a 
mysterious , and  almost  eerie  system  devised  by 
years  of  patient  labor,  he  has  forecasted  all  the 
major  events  in  the  past  six  years,  and,  get  this 
nozv,  never  has,  in  the  three  or  four  hundred  con- 
tests during  that  time,  picked  a winner.  Millions 
of  dollars  have  changed  hands  on  McCallister’s 
forecasts,  and  recently,  those  who  make  a success- 
ful practice  of  zvagering  against  his  choices,  clubbed 
together  and  presented  him  with  a loving  cup. 

He  backed  his  prophecies  only  twice  during  the 
past  basketball  season,  placing  his  nicklc  only  when 
his  system  indicated  the  outcome  to  the  highest 
degree  of  certainty.  The  first  was  Maryland  to 
beat  Virginia  in  that  first  game , and  the  other 
was  Maryland  to  beat  Washington  College.  Then 
he  quit. 

We  are  indeed  fortunate  in  obtaining  the  serv- 
ices of  Mr.  McCallister.  The  law  of  averages 
favors  him  as  it  has  favored  no  other  person  in 
forecasting  annals.) 

The  first  thing  we  see,  upon  glancing  at  the  sched- 
ule, is  that,  on  June  8 the  team  will  be  in  Lexington, 
\ irginia,  playing  a ball  game  with  W.  and  L.,  while 
the  rest  of  the  student  body  has  taken  down  its  pen- 
nants two  days  earlier  and  left  for  Nice,  Chevy  Chase, 
and  Jersey  City.  This  will  not  exactly  work  to  the 
manager’s  welfare  in  the  locker  room  that  afternoon. 
Closer  scrutiny  reveals  the  team  playing  a game  with 
Georgia  at  Athens  on  April  1 and  a game  with  Georgia 
at  Athens  on  April  2.  This,  assuming  it  is  not  the  re- 
sult of  one  of  the  printer’s  mornings  after,  is  going 
to  make  the  Georgians  very  sick  of  baseball,  and  may 
lead,  next  year,  to  the  adoption  of  lacrosse  as  the  sole 
spring  sport. 

May  23  Maryland  plays  Navy,  and  May  30  Army, 
and  the  scores  by  which  they  beat  each  will  give  Grant- 
land  Rice  an  unreliable  indication  of  the  result  of  the 
traditional  game  that  won’t  be  played  between  these 
service  school  a few  days  later. 

Analyzing  the  schedule  game  by  game  and  inning  by 


inning  we  are  startled  in  our  final  analysis  to  find  that 
this  year’s  team  will  do  what  a Maryland  ball  team  has 
never  done  before — win  every  game  scheduled.  Some 
of  them,  like  the  Pennsylvania  game  May  26,  are  going 
to  be  tough.  Chalmer's  quick  throw  will  just  catch 
Meikeljohn  at  the  plate  in  the  ninth  and  send  the  game 
into  fifteen  innings  to  be  won  by  the  Terps  on  Cronin’s 
double  and  either  Berger’s  or  Chalmer’s  deep  single. 
We  could  figure  out,  all  right,  whether  it  will  be  Berg- 
er's or  Chalmer’s  deep  single,  but  we  think  you  will 
agree  with  us  that  the  determination  is  not  worth  the 
two  hours’  effort  and  the  paper  involved. 

Princeton,  May  6,  will  be  no  pushover,  either.  This 
game  will  not  be  decided  until  the  ninth  when  the  Tiger’s 
right  fielder  loses  a high  ball  in  the  sun.  You  can  see 
how  closely  we  figure  these  things  out,  using  the  Ha- 
gerstown Almanac  and  Wickersham  Report,  for  ex- 
ample, in  this  calculation. 

Everyone,  of  course,  is  interested  in  the  opening 
game — V.  P.  1.  on  March  28.  In  figuring  our  fore- 
cast we  used  the  Feibelbaum  game-by-game  method, 
using  statistics  that  cover  both  teams’  performances 
for  the  past  three  years.  Taking  only  those  games  that 
bear  directly  on  this  contest  we  find  that:  Gobblers  beat 
Podunk,  Podunk  beat  Si  wash.  Over  the  River  beat  Si- 
wash.  Stuttering  beat  Siwash  after  Siwasb  had  beaten 
College  Avenue  in  a pre-season  game ; Adenoids  beat 
out  Tonsils  and  Practice  House  ate  up  Dining  Hall. 

As  Maryland  last  year  played  less  games  than  are 
scheduled  this  year,  due  to  the  lessening  of  the  popu- 
larity of  college  baseball,  the  result  of  the  opening  game 
is  crystal  clear.  In  our  computations,  we  might  men- 
tion, we  scorn  all  record  books,  with  their  possible  in- 
accuracies, and  keep  these  results  in  our  head. 

Coin  tosses  and  restless  nights  beneath  three  hot 
blankets  gave  us  the  results  of  most  the  other  games. 
For  a five-dollar  gold  certificate  we  will  send  you  a 
complete  analysis  chart  of  every  game,  with  prophecies 
of  runs,  hits,  errors,  sacrifices,  number  of  extra  base 
hits,  in  what  games  the  team  will  wear  newly  laundered 
uniforms,  plus  anything  else  you  may  stipulate. 

Any  requests  for  this  information  should  be  ad- 
dressed in  care  of  417  Tsi-Changui  Street.  Sittkiang, 
China. 


A “student"  takes  a library  leave  in  the  evening  to  go  to  the  library,  meet  another  “student”,  and  explore 
new  fields  of  learning ; a "co-ed”  takes  a library  leave  in  the  evening  to  go  to  the  library,  meet  “him”,  and  explore 
new  fields. 

jfc  ^ ^ 


A co-ed  with  her  own  car  is  popular  because  her  car  runs  well ; a co-ed  who  is  popular  and  does  not  own  her 
own  car  is  really  popular.  Think  of  the  calamity  if  the  first  coed’s  car  broke  down! 

* * * * 


A girl  dreams  about  the  man  who  doesn't  kiss  her  while  on  a date 
(My!  do  some  peoples’  ears  ring!). 


but  she  talks  about  the  man  who  does. 


The  popular  girl  is  the  coed  who  gets  several  bids  to  the  big  affairs ; the  other  type  is  the  one  who  talks  a 
fellow  into  parting  with  his  fraternity  pin  and  says  she  is  a “one-man  girl." 


* =k  * * 

Some  folks  sav  that  “variety  is  the  spice  of  life";  the  coed  says  that  life  is  a variety  of  spices! 

* * * * 

It  has  been  said  that  “knowledge  is  power” ; a coed  says  that  "power  is  knowledge  of  men”. 

* * * * 


The  old-fashioned  girl  wept  a few  times  a day  because  she  was  supposed  to  be  tender-hearted  and  docile; 
when  a coed  weeps  today  it  is  because  she  is  only  half -conscious,  in  a hospital  or  peeling  onions. 

^ ^ ^ ^ 

In  the  minds  of  some  people  a coed  is  thought  to  have  the  same  degree  of  intelligence  as  the  girl  in  the  story 
who  wanted  to  marry  a man  from  the  Netherlands  so  that  she  would  become  a duchess! 

* 


One  fault  of  many  coeds  is  that  they  are  similar  to  a fly;  for  when  they  light  on  "dirt"  they  don't  lose  time 
in  spreading  it. 

* * * * 

A woman  is  like  a violin.  When  played  unskillfullv  it  can  shriek  and  utter  horrible  noises;  but  under  the 
control  of  a master  it  may  give  forth  the  most  beautiful  music  ever  heard. 

* * * * 

A girl  should  not  aspire  to  become  a radio  announcer  because  most  women  radio  announcers  occupy  the  same 
place  in  a listener’s  heart  as  the  neighbor  who  insists  on  having  frequent  vocal  exertions! 
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AROUND  THE  IHIIILIL 

By  Bill  Needham 


hey  call  it  a “hill”,  but,  after  all,  it's  not  very 
much  of  one  . . . except  on  a cold  day  with 
icy  rain  dribbling  down  the  neck  of  your 
slicker  . . . it’s  like  a mountain  then  ....  Lots  of 
things  can  happen  on  a mountain  . . . look  at  Rip  Van 
Winkle  . . . he  slept  twenty  years  on  one  . . . most 
of  us  can  only  sleep  four  . . . maybe  that's  the  differ- 
ence between  a “hill”  and  a “mountain”  . . . Colosimo 
can  sleep  . . . college  to  him  is  like  a Battle  Creek 
sanitarium  . . . lot’s  of  food  and  rest  . . . ditto  li’l 
Jackie  Roberts,  who  likes  to  read  Diamondbacks  in 
history  while  Gingell  snores  on  his  shoulder  and  Dr. 
Crothers  sonorous  on  the  stage  . . . saw  Ed  Harlan 
begging  a smoke  from  Jeff  Small  recently,  which  prob- 
ably means  that  the  cigarette  salesmen  have  stopped 
dropping  in  at  Bill’s  . . . Bert  Cannon  and  associated 
AO  Pirates  have  descended  to  bumming  dimes  to  get 
breakfast  . . . Beppo  Bates  must  be  doing  cooking  for 
that  lodge  . . . come  to  think  of  it,  Simpson  is  losing 
weight  . . . and  it  takes  a lot  of  strength  to  look  like 
John’s  little  Balfour  ad  without  sagging  . . . Cheerio 
Meyer  plus  a carload  of  freshwomen  . . . Van  Slyke, 
Jarbo,  so  forth,  etcetera,  and  ipso  facto  . . . Dean 
Spence  tosses  down  the  gauntlet  to  the  Press  and  ejects 
Reveille  Wolfe  and  Old  Line  Andrews  for  holding  un- 
due converse  in  competition  with  a philosophy  lecture 
. . . Poo-Bah  Deckman  can  drape  himself  anywhere 
over  anything  all  the  time  and  tell  you  the  very  latest 
on  the  graft  situation  in  student  publications  . . . 

when  Unger  makes  him  laugh,  it's  all 
okey-dokey  and  pretty  soon  Joe  begins 
to  wonder  about  a split  and  Diamond- 
hack  Myers  has  to  admit  that  everybody 
-Aon  the  three  staffs  has  been  doing  the 
samething  for  years— namely,  wonder- 
ing about  a split  . . . everybody  hut 
Jimmie  Decker  got  the  black  eyes  they  all  promised  him 
when  he  took  up  pugilism  . . . seems  to  be  a fad  . . . 
Schramm  had  two  of  them  . . . and  Jakie — the  minx ! 

is  reputed  to  have  landed  on  Bill  Robbins  for  a tech- 
nical knockout  . . . Kappa  Lelia  Smith  exerts  a quaint, 
hard-boiled  egg  effect — no  doubt  . . . Frank  Cox  and 
Bosey  Berger  would  get  along  better  in  military  if  Boze 
didn  t have  a mind  of  his  own  . . . we'd  like  to  get  an 
accurate  line  on  Pete  Hardiman’s  status  . . . mayhap 
she  s a sort  of  honorary  Theta  Chi  . . . ask  Ralph  or 
Fred  or  Sad  Swain  Somers — it’s  really  a family  affair 


all  the  cokes  sold  in  Bill  White’s  were  placed 
end  to  end,  it  would  be  a heluva 
mess  for  somebody  to  mop  up  . . . 

Rosalie,  the  AO  Pirate,  has  settled 
down  to  a steady  diet  of  giving 
Jerry  the  gate  at  least  once  a month 
. . . and  such  a nice  boy,  too  . . . re- 
member, we’re  friends,  Rosalie  . . . and  speaking  of 
friendship,  we  know  of  several  gentlemen  who  envy  us 
our  acquaintance  with  “Shorty”  Hannigan  . . . you’re 
welcome,  Shorty,  it  doesn’t  cost  us  a cent  . . . and 
there’s  a certain  Madeline  we’ve  left  out  hut  haven’t 
forgotten  . . . come  on,  Teeboo,  let’s  go  back  down  the 
hill  . . . even  with  the  rain  dribbling  down  the  neck  of 
your  slicker  . . . our  idea  of  comedy  is  to  watch  Captain 
Caldara  trying  to  take  R.  O.  T.  C.  seriously  and  follow 
the  family  car  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  at  the  same 
time  . . . Pinkie  Simmonds  popping  about  in  another 
“family”  car  ...  be  funny  if  some  of  these  lads  were 
locomotive  engineers — think  of  the  complications  . . . 
that  haunted  look  in  Bert  Eby’s  orbs  is  the  direct  result 
of  having  broken  his  speedometer  on  the  back  road 
with  a State  policeman  about  a mile  behind  him  . . . 
the  Hetzel-Margerum  affair  has  a faculty  of  keeping 
you  toed  up  in  wait  for  the  announcement  from  the 
respective  families  ...  if  they  do  pull  anything  conven- 
tional like  that,  the  campus  will  disown  them  . . . 
whenever  you  want  to  laugh,  ask  Gordon  Zimmerman 
to  make  faces  for  yon  . . . you  should  have  been  in 
the  Diainondback  office,  Gordon,  when  Kathleen  Nestor 
came  in  the  door,  paused,  and  inquired  of  the  sixty  or 
seventy  people  present  "Where  is  everybody?”,  and 
some  clown  yelled  “Don’t  leave,  lady — Gordon's  coming 
right  back!”  . . . that  would  be  the  office-boy,  wouldn’t 
it,  Gordon?  Officious  little  devil  . . . we’ve  never  met 
him  personally,  hut  from  the  standpoint  of  an  innocent 
bystander  we  contend  that  Ed  Ronkin’s  smile  was  one 
of  the  best  evidences  of  sportsmanship  in  the  recent 
basketball  season  . . . incidentally,  Ed.  how  about  lend- 
ing a rabbit  a hand  and  making  some  Easter  baskets? 

. . . Larry  Chiswell  walks  like  a cat-boat  in  a heavy 
sea  . . . Jawn  Bischoff  likes  men  who  bring  his  girls 
to  dances — that  is,  if  he’s  at  the  dances  ...  a veteran 
is  a co-ed  who  can  live  down  two  fraternity  pins  and 
continue  to  make  men  think  she  believes  in  them  . . . 
Huebscho  crazy  over  Margaret  Mayo?  Remember. 
John,  these  rabbits  like  to  live  in  clover — and  an  engi- 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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It  seems  when  I’ve  a date  to  break. 

Or  want  to  make  a needed  loan, 

My  feet  a hurried  journey  make 
To  find  the  nearest  telephone. 

Alack,  alas ; these  last  few  weeks, 

An  operator’s  made  her  bow, 

Who  hurts  my  ears  with  bangs  and  squeaks, 
Then  yells,  “The  line  is  busy  now." 

No  matter  if  I want  a date, 

Or  have  to  raise  some  heavy  bail, 
Whene’er  I use  the  phone  of  late 
I always  get  the  same  sad  tale. 

No  matter  how  I beg  and  plead, 

Or  loudly  swear  and  vainly  vow, 

She  will  not  my  entreaties  heed ; 

She  says,  “The  line  is  busy  now.” 

Today  while  walking  down  the  street. 

I passed  a girl  and  college  man. 

I recognized  her  accents  sweet. 

Although  I’d  never  seen  her  pan. 

And  she  was  saying:  “ — 1 don't  smoke 
And  necking  I would  not  allow,” 

Ha  ha,  I turned  (and  here’s  the  joke) 

I said,  “Your  line  is  busy  NOW.” 


“Do  you  dance?” 
"Yes,  I love  to.” 
“Great,  that’s  better!" 


Junior:  '' Invited  two  girls  to  the  Junior  Prom.” 
Soph:  ''Gosh!  How  did  you  get  away  with  it?” 
Junior:  " Neither  accepted  ” 


It  wasn’t  the  rum  that  killed  old  Joe, 

Nor  the  gin  that  took  his  breath. 

It  was  just  that  a fly  flew  down  his  throat 
And  tickled  him  to  death. 


Ash : "What  will  the  modern  co-ed  be  twenty  years 
from  now?” 

Tray:  "Oh,  about  three  years  older.” 


He  (as  they  were  driving  along)  : “You  look  lovelier 
to  me  every  minute.  Do  you  know  what  that  is  a sign 
of?” 

She:  “Sure,  you’re  about  to  run  out  of  gas." 


It  was  intermission  at  the  prom  and  everybody  came 
inside. 


Fond  Mother:  Be  quiet,  dear,  the  Sandman  is  com- 
ing. 

Modern  Child : Okay,  Mom,  I won't  tell  Pop. 


“Shall  I bring  you  a brother  or  sister,  sonny?” 

"If  it's  all  the  same  to  you,  doc,  make  it  a Shetland 
pony.” 


“Nurse,”  said  the  lovelorn  patient,  “I’m  in  love  with 
you — -I  don’t  want  to  get  well.” 

"Cheer  up,”  she  said,  "You  won’t.  The  doctor’s  in 
love  with  me,  too.” 


Then  there’s  the  absent-minded  prof  who  got  thrown 
out  of  his  apartment  when  the  landlady  heard  him  drop 
his  shoes  on  the  floor  twice. 


He:  “Don't  go.  You  are  leaving  me  entirely  without 
reason.” 

She:  “I  always  leave  things  as  I find  them.” 


“Now  I will  turn  a glass  of  water  into  a man,”  cried 
the  magician.  He  then  poured  the  glass  of  water  into 
his  assistant’s  mouth. 


A Scotchman  was  engaged  in  an  argument  with  the 
conductor  on  a street  car.  It  seems  the  Scotchman  be- 
lieved the  fare  was  five  cents  and  the  conductor  in- 
sisted on  a dime.  After  a long-drawn  argument,  the 
conductor  became  disgusted,  and.  seizing  the  Scotch- 
man’s suit  case,  threw  it  off  just  as  the  car  was  passing 
over  a bridge  which  crossed  a small  stream.  The  suit 
case  landed  with  a loud  splash.  "Isn’t  it  enough  you 
try  to  overcharge  me  without  drowning  my  little  boy?” 
moaned  the  Scotchman. 
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Teacher — " What  is  free  love?” 

Bright  young  pupil — " Honest  teacher  I don’t  believe 
there  is  such  a thing.” 


Tut:  “So  your  father  is  a Southern  planter?” 

Tut  Tut:  “Yes,  he  is  an  undertaker  in  Atlanta.” 


Could  one  say  of  a crooked  man  that  he  was 
“Hell-bent  ?” 


Butler  (to  plumber)  : “The  Madame  requests  that 
you  be  careful  of  the  parlor  floor  as  it  has  just  been 
waxed.” 

[’lumber:  “Dat’s  all  right,  mister,  I won’t  slip — I got 
my  hobnailed  shoes  on.” 


Professor:  “I’ll  not  go  on  with  the  lecture  till  the 
room  settles  down.” 

Wise  Stude:  “Better  go  home  and  sleep  it  off,  old 
man.” 


A stout  woman  drove  up  to  a filling  station. 

“I  want  two  quarts  of  oil,”  she  said. 

“What  kind,  heavy?”  asked  the  attendant. 

“Say  young  man,  don't  get  fresh  with  me,”  was  the 
indignant  response. 


Henrietta:  “Honey,  are  you  thinking  of  me?” 

Bored  Boy:  “Oh,  was  I laughing?  I’m  sorry,  par- 
don me.” 


Student — ”Two  tickets , please.” 

Cashier — " What  date?” 

Student — " None  of  your  business.  I’ll  take  what  girl 
I please.” 
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I’m  spending  Pa's  money, 

I'm  having  my  fun; 

I’m  forgetting  to  study, 

I’m  a very  poor  son. 

I’m  raising  the  devil. 

I’m  tearing  around; 

I'm  not  on  the  level, 

I'm  a bum  all  around. 

I’m  lax  in  the  things, 

A good  boy  should  he; 

I’m  doing  those  things 
That  are  not  good  for  me. 

So  let  us  forget  it. 

And  be  young  while  we  can ; 

For  only  too  quickly, 

I Must  he  a man. 

For  I've  spent  all  this  money, 
And  shed  all  these  tears, 

To  take  care  of  some  woman. 
The  rest  of  my  years. 


"Say,  boss,  there's  a man  with  a black  bag  outside  to 
see  you.” 

" Tell  him  I never  go  out  with  colored  girls.” 


"Do  you  still  wake  up  with  a grouch?” 
"No,  dearie,  I divorced  him.” 


Stude:  “What's  your  idea  of  a good  girl  to  take  to  a 
prom  ?” 

Steward:  “Well,  she  must  dislike  flowers,  have  her 
own  car.  and  afterwards  he  too  excited  to  eat." 


Wonders  of  the  World 
I wonder  where  you  are  tonight 
1 wonder  what  you’re  doing ; 

I wonder  who  you're  thinking  of. 
I wonder  who  you’re  wooing. 

I wonder  if  you’ve  thought  of  me, 
I wonder  if  you've  tried; 

I wonder  if  you're  like  the  rest 
I wonder  if  you  lied. 

I wonder  why  you’re  like  you  are, 
1 wonder  if  you're  true; 

I wonder  if  you  wonder  why, 

I wonder  this  of  you? 


Prof,  (during  exam)  : “Young  man,  what  do  you 
have  to  say  about  the  writing  on  your  cuff  ?” 

Young  Man:  “I  think  it’s  terrible  the  way  they  treat 
the  laundry  here." 

First  Stude:  “Sure.  Greta  Garho  will  go  to  heaven 
when  she  dies.” 

Second  Ditto:  “Gee!  that’s  nice  for  Saint  Peter.” 
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CORRECT  PROCEDURE  FOR  INTRODUCING 
YOUR  HOUSE  PARTY  DATE 

Assume  devil-may-care  attitude  while  mounting  steps 
of  fraternity  house.  Open  door  and  follow  date  into 
hall.  You  probably  will  be  the  first  fellow  to  arrive 
with  his  girl,  but  don't  let  that  bother  you.  Drop  all 
bags,  rub  hands,  and  look  around  as  if  well  pleased  and 
remark,  “Well,  here  we  are.  Wadda  yuh  think  of  the 
place?”  Ignore  whispered  consultation  in  club-room 
and  smothered  laughs  of  the  brothers.  Adjust  tie  and 
remark,  “Howja  like  t'meet  a few  of  the  boys?”  Date 
will  be  sure  to  second  this  suggestion. 

Call  brothers  Glimp,  Fish,  and  Smooth  over.  Pre- 
sent Brother  Glimp.  He  will  be  “pleased  to  meetcha” 
and  will  ask  if  the  ride  was  pleasant.  Brother  Fish 
will  be  greatly  embarrassed.  Will  stammer  and  ask  if 
the  ride  was  pleasant.  Brother  Smooth  will  do  every- 
thing but  kiss  her  hand.  He  will  ask  for  three  dances 
and  pleasure  of  showing  her  the  grounds.  Kick 
Brother  Smooth  in  shins  and  remark,  “Where  is  every- 
body?” 

Present  Brothers  Blurp  and  Blodge.  Brother  Blurp 
will  say  "Oh,  you’re  the  girl  from  Grass  City.  Do  you 
know — etc.,  etc.?”  Will  request  dance.  Brother  Blodge 
will  remark  concerning  the  weather  and  how  it  snowed 
last  year.  Will  request  dates'  address  for  his  address 
hook  and  will  ask  for  dance.  Will  again  remark  about 
weather.  Break  up  impromptu  trio  at  piano.  Present 
Brothers  Flopp,  Blank,  and  Engelduffer.  Brother 
Blank  will  say  “Are  you  the  girl  whose  picture  Bill  car- 
ries with  him?"  Date  will  suspect  something  particu- 
larly since  she  has  not  given  you  her  picture.  Kick 
Brother  Blank  in  shins.  Brother  Flopp  will  say,  sotto 
cove,  “Gawd,  wotta  map."  Will  be  very  “charmed” 
to  meet  Miss  Geep  and  will  remark  how  Bill  always 
gets  the  pretty  girls.  Will  wink  and  ask  for  dance. 
Brother  Engelduffer  will  have  hay  fever  and  murmur 
his  enjoyment  at  meeting  date,  punctuated  with  sundry 
sneezes  and  coughs.  Will  ask  for  (a-Choo)  dance. 

Chase  freshmen  around  to  find  roommate.  Remark 
about  fine  crowd  of  boys  in  house.  Make  excuses  about 
furniture  and  relate  plans  for  new  house  to  be  built 
in  the  near  future.  Roommate  will  appear  at  head  of 
steps,  sans  clothes,  in  towel  and  slippers,  profanely  in- 
quiring "who  inell  wants  him  when  he's  ina  shower?" 
Quiet  his  wrath  and  remark  pleasantly  what  a charac- 
ter Joe  is.  Call  date's  attention  to  trophy  cups,  most 
of  which  are  years  old.  Open  door  to  dining  room 
and  break  up  Brothers  Sloot,  Wheep,  and  Dooley  in 
midst  of  risque  story.  Brother  Sloot  will  remark  how 
they  were  just  saying  what  a pretty  girl  Bill  had.  Will 
relate  what  happened  when  you  had  your  last  girl  up. 
Kick  Brother  Sloot  in  shins.  Brother  Wheep  will  be 


And  so  far  into  the  night. 


Coeds  get  by  on  reputation ; 
Seniors  on  expectation ; 
Juniors  on  preparation; 
Sophomores  on  vexation ; 
Freshmen  on  elimination. 


In  Boccacio,  it’s  frankness, 

In  Rabelais,  it’s  life. 

In  a professor,  it's  funny, 

In  a college  comic,  it’s  smutty. 


"glad  to  know  yuh."  Will  ask  for  two  dances.  Brother 
Dooley  will  remark  that  date  reminds  him  of  a girl  lie 
knew  in  New  \ ork — or  was  it  Boston.  Will  discuss  at 
length  last  date  he  had  with  said  girl.  Will  ask  for  a 
dance. 

Remark  that  it  will  soon  he  time  for  dinner  and  then 
date  will  be  able  to  meet  other  brothers.  Date  will  ask 
if  she  must  dance  with  all  these  terrible  men.  Kick 
date  in  shins. 
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A jf CCII AIL  WEEKEND 


The  Junior  promenade  . . . the  supreme  bit  of  iridescent  gayety  in  the  social  calendar  of  the  University. 
Laughter  . . . mirth  . . . carefreeness;  ...  a student  body  with  a day  off.  With  Bacchus  reigning  over  all ; hooks, 
lessons,  reports  and  retorts  will  be  forgotten  in  the  escapade  from  the  religious  regularity  of  classes. 

A week-end  of  joviality  sounding  the  knell  of  gloomy  monotony.  A celebration  marking  the  coronation  of 
King  Joy,  wherein  he  is  mounted  on  a pedestal  and  a halo  looped  over  his  left  ear.  A brash  and  saucy  fling  of 
youth,  forgetting  for  the  time  their  collegiate  responsibilities  and  purpose. 

A snapping  of  the  fingers  and  a thumbing  of  the  nose  at  the  long-mouthed  disciples  of  hard-times  and  de- 
pressions. Need  we  say  more?  For  some  it  will  mark  a vicissitude  from  a long  grinding  stretch  . . . for  these 
the  little  bit  of  high  comedy  will  be  earned.  For  others  it  will  merely  he  the  climax  of  a series  of  lesser  salients 
into  the  realm  of  good-times. 

The  junior  and  senior  each  will  have  his  fair  and  far-fetched  maid  to  do  justice  to  the  rhythmic  melody 
. . . sometimes  soothing,  sometimes  almost  raucous.  Those  uncomprehending  Frosh  will  stay  at  home  and  twid- 
dle their  thumbs  while  the  quasi-sophisticates — the  Sophs,  who  have  by  now  learned  better  tricks  than  thumb-twid- 
dling, will  scurry  out  on  other  ventures  of  more  or  less  designing  natures  . . . and  the  Prom  will  be  quite  dig- 
nified— at  the  beginning  at  any  rate. 

Then  will  come  the  annual  Interfraternity  Tea  Dance  . . . like  a mint  following  a copious  dinner — re- 
freshing— for  those  who  can  he  refreshed.  It  will  be  something  of  an  aftermath,  yet  more  of  a continuity.  The 
golden-badged  Greeks  will  he  there  in  abundance.  There  will  he  no  tea  . . . but  probably  punch?  It  will  last  for 
three  hours  and  end  as  suddenly  as  it  starts. 

The  venerable  Rossbourg  Club  will  hold  forth  as  an  attraction  one  of  their  democratic  and  cosmopolitan  dances 
. . . come  one,  come  all ! As  it  whiles  away  the  time  to  the  accompaniment  of  moaning  saxaphones  and  muted 
trumpets  it  will  he  putting  the  finishing  touches  on  the  most  irresponsible  week-end  at  Maryland  in  the  year  1931 
. . . a week-end  of  good  time  for  saints  and  sinners  alike. 

Seriously  speaking,  a week-end  is  always  a rebus  when  put  in  words,  for  perhaps  the  best  entertainment  is  ac- 
complished outside  of  the  listed  features,  and  of  such  we  are  unprepared  to  speak.  Nevertheless,  fun  will  be 
had  . . . somewhere,  somehow,  sometime  during  the  course  of  the  hundred-odd  hours  beginning  March  20.  So 
we  say  in  simple  terms — -“Here’s  to  it!”  Steve  Potter. 


The  Old  Liner  says: 

Lots  of  men  about  town  get  their  reputations  on  road- 
sides outside  the  city  limits. 

* =t=  * 

The  kind  of  girl  that  you  just  can't  help  loving  prob- 
ably doesn't  need  your  help  any  way. 

* =t=  * 

Some  women  have  their  good  points  and  others  man- 
age to  get  by  with  their  curves. 

* * * 

The  great  game  of  love  isn’t  what  it  used  to  be, 
probably  because  it  isn’t  a game  anymore. 

* * * 

The  acme  of  courtesy  is  lending  a cop  your  pencil 
so  he  can  present  you  with  a tag. 

* * 

Something  ought  to  be  done  about  professors  who 
think  enough  of  their  lectures  to  give  quizzes  on  them. 

* * * 

We  have  found  that  college  is  largely  a matter  of 
give  and  take.  Give  money  and  take  examinations. 

* * * 

A gentleman  is  a fellow  who  can  go  to  a burlesque 
show  and  read  the  program  during  the  performance. 

* * * 

There  is  no  such  thing  as  sex  equality.  Days  like 
these  a fellow  needs  a beautiful  girl,  a beautiful  car,  and 
a beautiful  allowance.  All  a girl  needs  is  looks. 

sjc 

Many  university  courses  could  be  made  more  inter- 
esting if  the  profs,  in  emulation  of  the  movies,  adopted 
theme  songs. 

* * * 

Send  clothes  to  the  student  laundry  and  to  know 
the  names  of  all  the  fellows  at  the  university. 

* =t= 

Intelligence  is  the  ability  on  the  part  of  a college  edi- 
tor to  discern  between  the  naughty,  the  very  naughty, 
the  very,  very  naughty,  and  the  terribly  naughty.  Will 
power  is  the  ability  to  withstand  the  temptation  to  print 
the  last  type  of  joke. 

* * * 

Last,  but  not  least,  we  have  the  Scot  who  liked  poetry 
but  would  never  read  anything  except  free  verse. 


Frosh : "Look  at  the  wrinkles  on  that  girl’s  neck!” 
Senior:  “Wrinkles,  hell!  Those  are  Service  Stripes.’’ 


"Why  is  Bill  mad?” 

"He  sent  away  for  some  French  photographs  and 
they  sent  him  some  pictures  of  French  cathedrals 


"How  touching!”  exclaimed  the  dean  of  women  as 
she  opened  the  door  of  the  professor’s  office  and  found 
him  tightly  clasping  the  little  co-ed  to  his  manly  bosom. 

"My  girl  always  holds  my  hands  when  we  re  out  on 
a date.” 

"I  don’t  blame  her.  1 wouldn’t  trust  you  either.” 


The  boy’s  who’s  never  kissed  a girl 
Can  scarcely  breast  the  social  swirl, 

For  chivalry  demands  of  him 
He  answer  woman’s  slightest  whim. 

"Did  Mary  blush  when  she  tore  her  skirt  on  the  car 
door  ?” 

"I  didn’t  notice.” 


“What  a charming  baby,  Mrs.  Jones,  and  he  does 
resemble  your  husband.” 

“Gracious,  we  adopted  this  baby.” 
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She:  " Now  you  pride  yourself  on  being  able  to  judge 
a woman  s character  by  her  clothes.  What  would  be 
your  verdict  on  my  sister  over  there?” 

He:  ” Insufficient  evidence.” 


Pray,  let  me  kiss  your  hand,”  said  he. 
With  looks  of  burning  love ; 

I can  remove  my  veil,”  said  she, 
“Much  easier  than  my  glove.” 


Helpful  Hints 

Spaghetti  should  not  he  cooked  too  long — about  ten 
inches  is  long  enough  for  most  people. 


Prof : “Yes,  ‘Wholesome’  is  a very  funny  word." 
Student:  "I  don’t  see  anything  funny  about  it,  sir." 
Prof  : "Well,  when  you  take  the  ‘whole’  away  you 
still  have  ‘some’  left. 


Mother:  “Jimmy,  what  in  the  world  are  you  feeding 
the  baby  yeast  for?” 

Jimmy:  “He  swallowed  my  dime  and  I’m  trying  to 
raise  the  money.” 


“Venus  surely  has  nothing  on  her!”  cried  the  enthu- 
siastic art  student,  gazing  with  rapture  upon  the  statue 
of  Venus  de  Milo,  “not  even  any  arms!” 


To  tell  whether  a girl  is  experienced  or  not  watch 
her  crawl  into  a rumble  seat. 


He:  ‘How  much  will  it  cost  to  send  a telegram?" 
Clerk:  “Where  to?” 

Tf"  * dreamily ):  “Betty.” 


They  sat  alone  in  the  moonlight 
She  soothed  his  troubled  brow. 
‘Dearest,  I know  my  life's  been  rapid, 
But  I’m  on  my  last  lap  now.” 


Farmer  (to  daughter,  just  returned  from  college)  : 
How  much  do  you  weigh  now?” 

Farm  Angel:  “I  weigh  140  pounds  for  gym." 
Farmer:  “And  who  is  Jim?” 


“Now,"  said  the  professor;  “pass  all  your  papers  to 
the  end  of  the  row ; have  a carbon  sheet  under  each  one, 
and  I can  correct  all  the  mistakes  at  once.” 


Absent-minded  Sales  Girl  (as  date  kisses  her  good- 
night) : “Will  that  be  all?" 


From  One  to  Another 
First  girl:  “She  let  that  fool  kiss  her!" 

Second  girl:  “Worse  than  that,  she  let  that  kiss  fool 
her." 


Like  the  horse  that’s  led  to  water. 

And  who  will  not  take  a drink — 
You  may  send  a man  to  college, 
But  you  cannot  make  him  think. 


Phi  Delt : “I  love  you,  dearie." 

Hazel:  “You  don’t  mean  it.” 

Phi  Delt:  “My  Gawsh,  you’re  a mind  reader.” 


She:  "Is  it  true  that  you  stutter  every  time  you’re 
going  to  kiss  a girl?” 

He:  ” W-why  w-who  t-t-told  you  that?” 
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The  dawn  was  appearing  as  a slim  roadster  sped 
along  the  highway.  Its  occupants  were  a boy  and  a 
girl.  The  girl  rested  her  head  unceremoniously  on  the 
boys’  shoulder.  Although  more  asleep  than  awake, 
every  so  often  she  would  lazily  open  her  eyes  to  study 
the  profile  of  the  driver.  The  boy  was  the  first  to  speak, 
"Lenore,  do  you  still  want  to  make  that  eight-twenty?” 
The  girl  gazed  at  her  companion  with  cold,  half  closed 
eyes  and  responded  slowly,  ‘‘yes,  like  hell.” 

Frat  Br. : “Say,  Bill,  when  are  you  going  to  he  ready 
to  start  for  the  Prom?" 

The  Br. : “Just  a minute,  Jack;  as  soon  as  I can  get 
my  fifteen  neck  into  this  fourteen  collar." 


The  /unior  and  the  Frosh 

“Won't  you  come  into  our  frat  house?”  said  the  Jun- 
ior to  the  Frosh. 

“It  ?s  absolutely  charming,” 

“We  are  much  the  biggest  outfit  in  this  educational 
land.” 

"We  can  get  you  in  dramatics,  we  can  place  you  on 
the  band.” 

"Oh  no.  no,”  said  the  timid  Frosh  as  he  neared  the 
Frat  house  hedge,  “For  those  who  enter  your  abode — 
alas,  come  out  a pledge.” 


Dances 

1.  Joan  Craze  ford 

2.  Hinda  Wassan 
2.  Greta  Garbo 

4.  MarilyU  Miller 

— A Junior’s  Dream. 

At  the  Dance 

I d like  for  you  to  meet  my  girl.” 

Don  t bother,  old  top,  I have  one  of  my  own." 


Love's  Dream 

How  often  I’ve  heard  you  say 
I love  you  more  and  more  each  day, 

As  the  moon  shines  upon  the  sea 
That’s  how  you  pledged  your  love  to  me. 

And  as  we  sit  in  love’s  own  light 
We  dream  of  things  that  only  might. 
Then  wander  back  to  foreign  lands 
While  I kiss  and  kiss  again  your  hands. 

And  then  when  I will  go  away 
I wonder  if  my  love  will  stay. 

To  guide  you,  if  right  may  be 
While  I live  on  in  memory. 

But  as  I know  our  love  won't  be 
And  soon  return  to  set  it  free. 

To  cause  a broken  heart  to  bleed 
And  then  repent  in  love’s  own  need. 


She  asked  the  doctor  to  vaccinate  her  where  the  scar 
would  not  show,  and  when  asked  bv  the  medic  what  her 
occupation  was,  said  she  was  a salome  dancer.  “Well, 
you’ll  have  to  swallow  it.  then",  was  the  decision. 


She  was  only  a fisherman’s  daughter,  but  she  knew 
a good  smack. 


"Are  you  going  to  dress  for  dinner?” 
"No,  for  decency.” 
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RULES  OF  ETIQUETTE  FOR  GIRLS  VISITING 
DEAN’S  OFFICE  FOR  THE  FIRST  TIME 

First  instructions  in  the  art  of  making  a big  hit  with 
the  dean  of  women  is  to  paint  your  face  vividly  and 
wear  the  highest -heeled  pair  of  shoes  that  you  own. 

Next  a wad  of  chewing  gum  would  not  be  amiss  for 
Dean  always  wants  you  to  treat  her  office  like  a home 
and  what  is  more  homey  than  a lovely  cud  of  gum  ? 
Stage  an  entrance  something  cheery,  like  this: 

“Hi,  Deany,  how  are  all  the  little  Pan-Hellers  today?” 

Nothing  goes  over  better  than  a nice  intimate  ques- 
tion to  show  her  you  know  what’s  what  and  why  on 
the  campus. 

Then,  so  as  to  be  nonchalant  about  the  real  mission 
of  your  visit,  take  a few  puffs  on  a cigarette  as  a sort  of 
lead-up  to  your  problem  and  begin : 

"I  just  stopped  in  to  have  you  bawl  out  the  matron 
of  our  hall.  I was  only  two  hours  late  the  other  evening 
and  she  got  mad  and  bothered  me  so  I thought  that 
you  had  better  put  the  quietus  on  her.  Never  saw  such 
a woman  for  obeying  rules  to  the  very  letter  of  the 
alphabet !" 

Now  that  that  is  over  you  can  park  your  gum  on  the 
rung  of  the  chair  and  leave  to  fill  your  heavy  date  for 
the  evening. 

Peppy  closing  phrases  are  always  in  order,  so  end 
up  by  saying : 

“Well,  I must  be  traveling  . . . going  out  for  a 
while  this  evening,  so  I'll  see  you  in  church.  So  long, 
Deanie,  old  kid.” 

This  is  an  opportune  time  to  make  your  exit,  Believe 
It  Or  Not ! 


A.  T.  O. : “I  certainly  was  out  with  a nice  girl 
last  night.” 

K.  A. : “Forget  it,  mine  walked  home,  too.” 


Women  Are  Funny 
Women  are  funny. 
Pursue  them 
And  they  think 
You  are  a bore. 

Ignore  them 
And  they  pursue  you. 
But  if  you  want  one 
To  like  you 
And  ignore  her 
So  she’ll  pursue  you, 

She  thinks  you  don’t 
Care  for  her. 

Enough : 

Women  are  funny! 


“She’s  a magnetic  person.” 

“Yeh!  She  ought  to  be,  everything  she  wears  is 
charged.” 


“One  good  crank  deserves  another,”  said  the  inven- 
tor as  he  was  married. 


Dad : "Gee,  son,  that’s  an  awful  lot  of  money.  What 
do  you  want  to  do — buy  a car  or  a raccoon  coat  ?” 

Son:  “No,  dad:  you  see  I was  thinking  of  going  to 
the  Prom." 


Charlie:  “Do  you  have  to  have  talent  to  make  a living 
writing  jokes  for  the  humorous  magazines?” 

James:  “No,  all  you  need  is  a steady  income  from 
some  other  source.” 


The  burglar,  finding  the  lady  in  the  hath,  covered 
her  with  his  revolver. 


"Say,  baby,  where  in  the  hell  hare  1 seen  you  before ?” 
"What  part  of  hell  are  you  from?” 
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II NTERCCLLEGI  ATE 


now  find  that  approximately  ninety  of  the 
best  known  universities  and  colleges  with  regu- 
lar  established  schools  of  commerce  and  busi- 
ness administration,  and  the  registration  in 
these  schools  has  advanced  at  such  a rapid  rate  that  they 
are  now  second  in  size  only  to  the  colleges  of  arts  and 
sciences,  and  on  many  campuses  have  a registration 
even  larger  than  that  department." — Banta's  Greek  Ex- 
change. 


Twro  views  of  student  failures  : ( 1 ) “In  nine  cases  out 
of  ten  what  really  tells  the  story  is  one  simple  fact. 
Where  did  the  student  stand  in  his  high  school  class? 
If  he  stood  in  the  lowest  third  then  the  chances  are  so 
heavily  against  him  that  unless  he  has  a definite  edu- 
cational aim  which  can  only  be  achieved  by  his  going 
to  college,  he  should  not  come.  He  is  a poor  college 
risk  and  if  colleges  were  run  like  insurance  agencies, 
they  would  not  accept  him.” — Dean  Christian  Sauss  of 
Princeton  U niversity. 

(2)  “The  colleges  are  failing  the  students.  We  have 
a new  world,  with  a hundred  new  sciences,  a hundred 
new  arts,  and  so  passionately  do  our  youths  long  to 
be  in  that  world  that  the  importance  of  passing  a course 
in  Terence  or  the  necessity  of  a grade  earning  wrote  on 
the  subject  of  Restoration  Dramatists  seems  very  small. 
There  is  nothing  the  matter  with  the  character  and  the 
brains  of  young  American  men  and  women.  On  the 
contrary,  they  have  sufficient  intelligence  to  reject  a 
mass  of  traditional  pap.” — Philip  Wyle  in  The  Satur- 
day Evening  Post. 

* * * 

A group  of  William  and  Mary  College  students  went 
to  Hades  in  October.  It  is  the  annual  presentation  of 
a \ irginia  pageant  by  the  parent  chapter  of  Phi  Sigma 
Kappa,  and  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  oft-repeated 
phrase  that  modern  youth  is  headed  for  warmer  climes. 
* * * 

House  parties  at  the  L niversity  of  Minnesota  may 
he  held  only  within  a radius  of  seventy-five  miles  of 
the  twin  cities,  unless  special  permission  is  received 
from  the  office  of  the  dean  of  women. 

* * * 

Six  fteshmen  of  the  department  of  Home  Economics 
at  the  University  of  Wisconsin,  have  been  awarded 
fifty-dollar  scholarships  by  active  and  alumni  members 
of  Phi  Alpha  Omicron,  honorary  professional  home 
economics  sorority. 


One  of  Spain’s  greatest  universities,  that  of  Barce- 
lona, was  closed  by  a vote  of  the  deans,  and  all  classes 
suspended  indefinitely,  because  of  grave  disorders  with- 
in its  precincts,  involving  what  the  authorities  charac- 
terized as  gross  disrespect  for  the  king. 

Investigators  were  ordered  to  find  the  leaders  of  some 
five  hundred  students  who  swarmed  the  main  assembly 
hall  and  took  from  it  a portrait  of  Alfonso,  burning  it 
in  the  yard  after  cutting  out  the  head,  which  they 
mounted  on  a pole  and  paraded  about  the  grounds. 

* * * 

Negro  butlers  at  the  University  of  Georgia  have  or- 
ganized a fraternity  to  be  known  as  the  Silver  Kings. 
Requirements  for  initiation  are : butlership  at  a Greek 
letter  fraternity,  wearing  clothes  acquired  from  fra- 
ternity men,  and  the  attending  of  all  football  games. 

* * * 

Knute  Rockne  says:  "Football  teaches  a boy  a sense 
of  responsibility — responsibility  as  a representative  of 
his  college ; responsibility  to  his  team-mates,  responsi- 
bility in  controlling  his  passions,  fear,  hatred,  jealousy 
and  rashness.  Football  brings  out  the  best  there  is  in 
every  one."  But  he  adds  that,  “fraternities  and  co-eds 
are  a great  hindrance  to  football.” 

* * * 

lhomas  Arkle  Clark  says  that  if  a boy  has  gotten 
along  pleasantly  with  people  in  high  school  and  has 
made  friends  easily,  he  is  likely  to  he  a good  compan- 
ion in  college. 

* * * 

According  to  custom,  every  Wednesday  at  eleven 
o’clock,  six  men  blow  taps  from  the  center  of  the 
oval  at  Ohio  State.  This  is  a memorial  service  in  mem- 
ory of  the  109  Ohio  State  men  who  died  in  action  in 
the  World  War.  At  this  time  every  one  is  supposed 
to  stand  still  and  all  men  in  uniform  stand  at  attention. 
* * * 

I he  average  college  student  spends  six  hours  a day 
or  less  on  his  combined  scholastic  and  extra-curricular 
activities,  in  the  opinion  of  the  average  “man  of  the 
street  , according  to  the  poll  announced  by  The  Spec- 
tator. undergraduate  publication  of  Columbia  Univer- 
sity. Only  one  out  of  six  pedestrians  questioned  praised 
the  collegian,  while  the  others  offered  “adverse  criti- 
cism.” 


TALKING  WIT IH  THE  GREEKS 


By  Rosalie  Goodhart 


Theta  Chi  is  encouraging  each  of  its  chapters  to  build 
up  a chapter  library.  These  libraries  should  contain 
some  standard  reference  books  and  books  of  non-fic- 
tion. Such  a library  would  not  compete  with  the  Uni- 
versity libraries  but  would  supplement  them.  As  a re- 
sult of  this  movement  more  than  6,000  books  have  been 
added  to  Theta  Chi  Libraries  in  the  past  two  years. 

The  Interfraternity  Club  of  Chicago,  consisting  of 
members  from  thirty-nine  national  fraternities,  was 
founded  bv  a Sigma  Nu  from  Northwestern. 

Kappa  Delta  is  the  fourth  largest  sorority  in  Na- 
tional Pen-Hellenic  Congress. 

Glen  N.  Edwards,  Theta  Chi,  was  selected  for  the 
All-American  football  team. 

Kappa  Delta  maintains  the  largest  endowment  fund 
of  any  fraternity  or  sorority. 

“Fraternity  men,  for  the  first  time  in  history,  ex- 
ceeded the  all-men's  average  in  scholarship,”  accord- 
ing to  the  report  made  by  the  Scholarship  Committee 
Chairman,  Alvin  E.  Duerr,  of  the  Interfraternity  Con- 
ference. 

Eight  of  the  All-America  football  team  are  fraternity 
men,  and  three  of  these  are  Sigma  Nil's. 

James  J.  Davis,  Delta  Sigma  Phi,  recently  transferred 
his  affiliations  from  the  President’s  cabinet  as  Secretary 
of  Labor  to  the  Senate.  He  is  a Pennsylvanian  and  a 
former  iron  worker. 


Ella  Alexander  Boole,  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma,  pres- 
ident of  the  W.  C.  T.  U.,  is  fighting  the  inroads  made 
by  the  wets  in  the  recent  elections. 

Something  new  in  the  line  of  fraternity  architecture 
is  the  outdoor  fireplace  on  the  side  of  the  Alpha  Tau 
Omega  house  at  the  University  of  Michigan. 


What  Willing  Pledges  Mean 

Pledges  who  show  a willing  spirit  through  their  pe- 
riod of  being  on  trial  are  generally  the  forerunners  of 
strong  chapter  material. 

There  is  a decided  element  of  poor  sportsmanship 
among  the  neophytes  in  many  pledge  groups,  even 
though  the  tasks  through  this  period  have  been  re- 
duced to  a minimum.  The  question  is  often  asked, 
“What  is  it  all  for?  Why  do  we  have  to  dust  furni- 
ture and  make  up  songs?” 

Could  the  answer  not  be  that  pledgeship  is  a custom? 
A man  tips  his  hat  in  respect  to  a lady — that  is  custom. 
A pledge  lifts  his  hands  to  perform  certain  harmless 
duties  in  respect  to  his  future  fraternity  membership. 
That  is  custom. 

Customs  are  queer  and  too  often  inexplicable,  but  the 
ultimate  result  of  a few  months  of  willingness  is  worth 
allowing  the  procedure  to  stand  unquestioned. — Santa's 
Greek  Exchange. 

Several  popular  radio  broadcasting  orchestras  are 
directed  by  members  of  Delta  Sigma  Phi.  Ted  Weems, 
University  of  Pennsylvania,  broadcasts  from  Chicago; 
Jan  Garber,  University  of  North  Dakota,  from  a New 
York  station,  and  Ranny  Weeks,  University  of  Boston, 
broadcasts  over  stations  WBZ  and  WBZA. 

( Continued  on  page  23) 


By  W.  H.  (Bill)  Hottel 


MARYLAND  wins  southern  conference 

GAS  RETS  ALL  TOURNEY 


Maryland’s  basketball  team  is  wearing  the  Southern 
Conference  basketball  crown  as  the  Old  Liners  became 
the  Kings  of  Dixie  by  winning  the  classic  tourney  that 
closed  at  Atlanta  on  March  3 when  they  triumphed 
over  Kentucky  in  the  final  game,  29  to 


27. 

Maryland,  in  its  triumphant  march 
through  a field  of  the  16  best  teams  in 
the  South,  previously  had  disposed  of 
Louisiana  State,  33  to  27 ; North  Caro- 
lina, 19  to  17,  and  Georgia,  the  tourney 
favorite,  26  to  25. 

When  the  eight  basketers  who  made 
the  trip — Bozey  Berger,  Ed  Ronkin, 
Jack  Norris,  Shorty  Chalmers,  Charlie 
May,  Bob  Wilson,  Bus  Pitzer  and  Mor- 
ris Cohan — came  home  on  the  morning 
of  March  5 they  received  a welcome  that  was  commen- 
surate with  their  feat,  everyone  from  President  Pear- 
son down  sharing  in  the  greeting  at  an  assembly  in 
the  gymnasium. 


BOZY  BERGER 


Berger,  the  only  unanimous  choice,  and  Ronkin  were 
placed  on  the  all-Southern  team,  and  the  former  was 
declared  to  be  not  only  the  outstanding  player  of  the 
1931  tourney,  but  the  only  colossal  figure  of  the  11 
years  of  tournament  play. 

Maryland  was  two  points  behind  Kentucky  in  the 
final  with  a minute  to  go  when  Berger  came  through 
with  two  baskets  that  turned  the  tide. 


However,  it  was  the  courage  and  fine  play  of  the 
entire  team,  plus  the  capable  coaching  and  direction  of 
Head  Coach  Burton  Shipley  and  Jack  Faber,  his  aide, 
that  brought  the  great  victory. 


President  Pearson  “hit  the  nail  on  the  head,”  when, 
in  his  weekly  letter  to  The  Diamondback,  he  said: 

"The  assembly  in  the  gymnasium  last  Thursday 
morning  was  marked  by  unusual  enthusiasm.  It  was  a 
fine  recognition  of  the  great  victory  in  Atlanta.  Every- 
body was  proud  because  our  team  won.  But  the  win- 
ning of  the  tournament  alone  cannot  account  for  the 
spirit  of  the  celebration. 

"In  a few  well  chosen  words  Mr.  Byrd  expressed  the 
high  point  or  the  ‘big  idea.'  He  was  right  when  he 
said  it  is  harder  to  be  a good  winner  than  it  is  to  be  a 
good  loser.  Our  sympathy  naturally  goes  out  to  a loser 
who  has  put  up  a good  fight.  Our  acclaim  goes  to  the 
winner,  but  a little  bluster  or  a show  of  conceit  or  any 
one  of  a dozen  other  reasons  and  the  winner  falls  from 
his  pinnacle  of  popularity. 

“The  members  of  our  champion  basketball  team  are 
good  winners.  Their  ability  to  play  basketball  is  sup- 
plemented by  other  enviable  qualities  of  character  that 
are  well  known  to  us.  Otherwise  they  could  not  draw 
such  a crowd  of  shouting,  singing  fellow  students  and 
teachers.  They  went  south  and  did  the  job  and  came 
back  and  quietly  took  up  their  usual  college  work. 
Sportsmanship  of  this  kind  is  worthwhile.  It  is  inspir- 
ing. And  it  is  evident  that  such  men  are  held  in  the 
highest  esteem  on  this  campus." 

With  basketball  over,  the  Old  Line  athletes  have 
turned  to  track,  baseball  and  lacrosse,  with  tennis  soon 
to  follow.  Shipley  should  have  a good  ball  team.  Faber 
will  make  his  lacrosse  rivals  hustle,  although  he  has 
many  holes  to  plug  with  the  loss  of  eight  letter  men, 
including  four  all-Americas,  while  Geary  Epplev,  his 
track  team  wrecked  by  graduations,  faces  a tremendous 
task. 
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BOOHS 


By  George  W.  Fogg 


he  last  two  months  have  failed  to  produce 
any  outstandingly  important  piece  of  writ- 
ing; in  fact  the  only  one  of  America’s  ten 
greatest  authors  to  produce  anything  is  Joseph  Herges- 
heimer.  His  book  is  The  Limestone  Tree. 

Appearing  first  as  a serial  in  The  Saturday  Evening 
Post,  the  story  was  revised  and  issued  in  February  as 
a book.  In  the  event  that  any  botanist  is  looking  up 
limestone  trees,  we  had  better  tell  him  that  the  title 
refers  to  a family  tree,  from  the  Limestone  region  of 
Kentucky. 

The  French  and  Indian  Wars,  the  Revolution,  the 
War  of  1812,  and  all  the  other  wars  and  disturbances 
to  date  are  the  background  of  this  story  of  a family 
which  settled  Kentucky  with  the  pioneers  and  remained 
one  of  the  principal  families  of  the  state.  It  is  a story 
of  the  High  Southern  honor  of  one  family;  of  feuds, 
duels,  and  love  for  one  hundred  and  fifty  years. 

There  is  a good  deal  of  the  same  feudal  atmosphere 
which  made  the  Jalna  stories  popular,  though  the  big 
house,  Calydon,  does  not  play  quite  so  important  a part 
in  this  story  as  in  Jalna. 

A diagram  of  the  family  tree  would  have  been  a help 
in  reading  this  story.  The  multiplicity  of  characters 
sometimes  makes  it  hard  to  remember  just  who  is  who’s 
son  or  daughter. 

It’s  an  interesting,  even  thrilling  story,  but  there  is 
nothing  very  new  about  it. 

The  adventure  book  of  the  month  is  “ Coronado' s 
Children” , the  story  of  treasure  hunting  in  the  deserts 
of  the  Southwest.  This  book  was  the  February  choice 
of  the  Literary  Guild. 

Coronado  was  sent  out  by  the  Spanish  government 
to  look  for  gold  in  that  region,  hut  came  hack  without 
it.  He  did  bring  with  him,  however,  stories  of  hidden 
mines,  cities  of  gold,  and  other  stories  calculated  to  stir 
the  blood  of  the  avaricious  old  Dons. 

These  legends,  amplified  by  later  stories  of  bandits 
who  robbed  the  missions  and  hid  their  loot  in  wells, 
trees,  or  other  places,  make  up  the  contents  of  the  book. 
The  gold  is  scattered  around  in  that  region,  however, 
because  many  have  found  it,  but  have  been  unable  to 
find  their  way  back  to  get  the  whole  cache.  Most  of 
these  findings  have  been  accidental,  and  at  times  when 
the  finder  was  in  no  position  to  take  advantage  of  his 
luck.  For  instance,  an  Indian  shepherd  girl  got  lost  in 
a sand  storm,  wandered  about  for  a day  or  so,  and  when 
the  storm  subsided  she  found  herself  in  a place  where 


nuggets  of  gold  were  scattered  about  on  the  ground. 
She  picked  up  a quantity,  managed  to  struggle  to  a rail- 
road line  and  safety,  but  she  could  never  find  her  way 
back  again. 

Blood  seals  some  of  these  treasure  pockets,  for  many 
of  them  are  full  of  bandit’s  loot  taken  from  the  rich 
cities  of  the  area.  A bandit  gang  of  Mexicans  under 
the  command  of  four  Americans  looted  the  mint,  bank, 
and  cathedral  of  Monterey  and  carried  the  silver  and 
gold  three  hundred  miles  to  hide  it.  The  four  Ameri- 
cans killed  the  Mexicans,  buried  the  loot  in  a 12-foot 
hole,  and  went  out  for  more  stuff.  They  brought  back 
another  wagon  load  of  money  and  four  Mexicans  whom 
they  forced  to  dig  a deeper  hole  to  store  the  two  lots 
of  treasure.  The  hole  was  finally  sealed  by  mixing  the 
blood  of  these  Mexicans  and  some  animals  with  sand 
to  form  a cement. 

These  treasure-hunting  successors  of  Coronado  are 
real  people,  and  their  stories  are  well  written  by  J. 
Frank  Dobie,  of  the  University  of  Texas.  Maps,  charts, 
and  pictures  are  included  in  the  event  you  want  to  try 
your  own  luck  in  Arizona,  Texas,  and  New  Mexico. 

By  the  way,  the  person  who  selects  the  fifty-cent  mys- 
teries for  a chain  store  is  doing  a whole  lot  better  job 
than  the  one  Schulte’s  has.  You're  pretty  safe  in  pick- 
ing one  of  the  mysteries  for  any  occasion. 

A book  that  every  well-read  man  should  look  at,  and 
possibly  a few  should  read,  is  H.  G.  Wells’  “The  Sci- 
ence of  Life.”  It  has  all  phases  of  biology  from 
amoebas  to  the  future  life  written  up  clearly  and  with- 
out technical  terms.  You  can  drop  in  on  a chapter 
almost  anywhere  without  feeling  that  you  ought  to  go 
hack  and  read  the  earlier  pages. 

Book  Clubs  are  still  doing  their  duty,  and  with  a 
monthly  book  production  of  10,000  titles,  that’s  quite  a 
duty.  March  selections  are: 

Book-of-the-Month  Club:  The  Good  Earth  (by  Pearl 
S.  Buck). 

Literary  Guild:  Savage  Messiah  (by  H.  S.  Ede). 

Book  League:  Mrs.  Fisher's  War  (by  Henrietta  Leslie) 
Freethought  Book  Club:  Belief  Unbound  (by  William 
P.  Montague). 

Religious  Book  Club:  Which  Way  Religion ? (by  Har- 
ry S.  Ward). 

Catholic  Book  Club:  The  Last  Stand  (by  The  Rev.  Ed- 
mund Walsh,  S.J.). 

Scientific  Book  Club:  The  Science  of  Life  (by  H.  G. 
Wells  and  others). 
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Around  the  Hill 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

neer  has  a tough  grind  . . . it's  interesting  to  learn 
that  Ray  Poppleman  objects  violently  to  being  called 
“Poppleham”  . . . Bill  Wood  claims  that  being  pres- 
ident of  the  Sophomore  class  is  one  of  the  most  thank- 
less jobs  he  ever  struck  . . . “jobs?"  . . . Mistah  Fa- 
bah,  sub ! can  look  worried  more  convincingly  than  a 
man  two-timing  a red-head  . . . Soldier  Roth,  of  Phi 
Sig  environs,  has  frequently  evinced  a burning  desire 
"to  marry  a woman  with  money.”  Contest  closes  June 
1 . . . "Just  an  old  army  game,”  snickered  Charlotte, 
shelling  the  Pease  languidly  . . . Jane  and  the  Mogul 
have  hit  it  off  for  some  time  now  . . . "Do  you  take 
...  1 I do  ...  Do  you  take  . . . ? I do  . . . 
“Bang!”  . . . Just  like  that  . . . some  of  the  hosts  in 
the  Dining  Hall  have  been  complaining  of  the  diffi- 
culty experienced  in  dividing  fourteen  hot  dogs  among 
eight  people  . . . which  only  goes  to  show  the  advan- 
tage of  being  an  engineer  . . . now,  with  a slide  rule — 
it’s  a darn  nice  old  hill  . . . maybe  we  don’t  envy  the 
Seniors  so  much  after  all — do  we,  Teeboof 


Here’s  Joe  Gish.  He  says  he  doesn’t  smoke,  drink, 
or  chew.  You  could  almost  say  he  was  perfect  if  he 
weren’t  such  a liar. — The  Black  and  Blue  Jay. 
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YOU  CAN  RECOMMEND 
YOUR  FRIENDS 
TO  THIS  BANK 

With  the  assurance  that  they  will  be  accorded 

every  courtesy  within  our  power  to  extend  them. 

THE  PRINCE  GEORGES 
BANK& 

TRUST  COMPANY 

MT.  RAINIER,  MD.  HYATTSVILLE,  MD. 

J.  Enos  Ray,  President 

T.  Howard  Duckett,  Vice  Pres,  and  Counsel 
N.  G.  Dudrow,  Vice-President 
Perry  Boswell,  Vice-President 
H.  C.  Byrd,  Vice-President 
Tiiaddeus  M.  Jones,  Treasurer 
William  Bowie,  Assistant  Treasurer 
J.  Robert  Sherwood,  Assistant  Treasurer 
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He:  "Do  you  neck?” 

She:  "That’s  my  business.” 

He:  "How’s  business.” — Cornell  Widow. 


Talking  With  the  Greeks 

(Continued  from  page  18) 

A novel  plan  was  initiated  at  Northwestern  by  the 
Sigma  Nil’s  when  they  entertained  the  football  team 
at  dinner.  Other  fraternities  adopted  this  plan. 

Carl  Morrow,  Dean  of  Men  at  Washington  State 
University,  is  vice-president  of  Phi  Sigma  Kappa. 

Kappa  Kappa  Gamma  called  the  first  Pan-Hellenic 
Council. 


Atwater  Kent  Radios 


p s 


|PAINTS| 


p 
h 
i 
1 

& 

a 

s 

and 

Detroit  Jewel  Stoves 


BPS 


PAINTS 


Paul  L.  Koenig,  Alpha  Gamma  Rho,  is  in  charge  of 
a reorganized  line  of  activity  in  the  division  of  corps 
and  live  stock  estimates,  in  the  Bureau  of  Agricultural 
Economics  in  Washington. 

C.  R.  Anderson,  editor  of  The  Nomad  of  Sigma  Phi 
Sigma,  says  that  in  five  chapters  of  Sigma  Phi  Sigma 
a grade  approximately  10  percent  higher  than  the  min- 
imum requirement  for  graduation  is  necessary  for  ini- 
tiation. 
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SETTING 
THE  STAGE 

Is  of  vital  importance 
. . . for  when  the  cur- 
tain rises  the  attention 
of  everyone  is  focused 
on  the  opening  scene. 
. . . Joyce  Photo- 

Engravings  “set  the 
stage”  . . . for  that 
impression  so  neces- 
sary to  insure  . . . suc- 
cessful printing.  . . . 

MAURICE 

n v r c 

/ v L 

ENGRAVING  CO. 

J.  OSCAR  FAUTH,  MANAGER 

Star  Building,  District  3452 
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Producers  of  the 
1931  "Reveille” 


Alpha  Omicron  Pi  placed  second  in  the  singing  con- 
test at  the  University  of  Illinois  with  their  song  “Alpha 
Omicron  Pi". 

Lenox  R.  Lohr,  the  general  manager  of  the  1933 
Chicago  World’s  Fair,  is  a Sigma  Phi  Sigma  from 
Cornell. 


Kappa  Alpha  Journal  offers  the  following  advice — 
“It"  you  want  your  prospective  pledge  to  know  the  won- 
derful things  your  fraternity  will  do  for  him,  let  him 
see  what  it  has  done  for  you.  One  life  showing  the 
way  is  better  than  ten  tongues  trying  to  tell  it." 


Hoffman  Birney,  a Phi  Delta  Theta,  has  just  com- 
pleted Roads  to  Roam,  which  is  an  account  of  his  trav- 
els during  the  Summer  of  1928. 


Phi  Delta  Theta  maintains  its  enviable  record  of  hav- 
ing at  least  two  of  the  Rhodes  Scholars  each  year.  Will 
T.  Jones  from  Swarthmore  and  Joseph  C.  Hicking- 
botham  from  California  were  the  winners  this  vear. 


Frank  L.  Packard,  a Phi  Sigma  Kappa,  is  a noted 
author  of  detective  fiction.  Some  of  his  works  are: 
Adventures  of  Jimmy  Dale,  The  Red  Ledger,  and  The 
Return  of  the  Grey  Seal. 


Dr.  Earl  L.  Overholser,  a member  of  Alpha  Gamma 
Rho,  has  returned  from  a trip  to  the  Orient  on  the 
floating  laboratory.  Silverhazel.  He  has  been  making 
a marine  refrigeration  experiment. 


E.  R.  Brown,  president  of  the  Magnolia  Petroleum 
Company.  Dallas,  Texas,  and  vice-president  of  the 
Standard  Oil  Company,  of  New  York,  is  a member  of 
Alpha  Tan  Omega. 


From  the  Kappa  Alpha  Journal  we  learn  that  a good 
poker  player  is  considered  to  be  the  best  business  man. 
His  qualifications  are  that  he  can  estimate  values,  does 
not  underestimate  his  opponent,  is  an  excellent  judge 
of  his  fellow-men,  takes  no  chances  with  the  odds  either 
against  or  for  him,  and  he  never  becomes  impatient,  hut 
waits  until  the  conditions  favor  him,  and  then  acts 
promptly. 


Alpha  Omicron  Phi  has  grown  so  rapidly  in  the  last 
five  years  that  they  found  it  necessary  to  move  their 
central  office  to  larger  quarters,  which  is  now  at  Penn 
State.  Formerly  the  office  was  located  in  Bloomfield. 
New  Jersey. 


Swing  along\ 


There’s  a thrilling  freshness  in  the  smoke  of  a 
delicately  blended  fragrance,  sunny  and  mild 
never  even  been  approached  by  any  other  cigarette.  Swing 
along  with  the  modern  crowd!  They’ve  graduated  to 
Camels  and  real  smoke-enjoyment. 

Camels 


© 1931,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


i 


Wiuwjl 


COMMENCEMENT  JSSUE 


© 


June  4 
19  3 1 


1 


SATURDAY,  JUNE  6TH,  ALUMNI  DAY 
9:30  A.  M. — Registration  of  Alumni 
10:00  A.  M. — Annual  Meeting  of  Alumni  Association, 
Auditorium 

12:30  P.  M. — Special  Luncheon  for  Alumni 
2:00  P.  M. — Class  Reunions 

3:30  P.  M. — Baseball:  Washington  and  Lee  v.:. 

Maryland 

6:00-10:00  P.  M. — Supper  Dance,  University  Dining- 

Hall. 

SUNDAY,  JUNE  7TH,  BACCALAUREATE 
SUNDAY 

9:00  A.  M. — Initiation : Woman’s  Senior  Honor  So- 
ciety 

11  :00  A.  M. — Baccalaureate  Exercises,  Auditorium 

Address  by  the  Rev.  G.  Warfield  Hobbs, 
Executive  Secretary,  Department  of  Pub- 
licity. Protestant  Episcopal  Church,  New 
York  City 

6:00  P.  M. — Supper  by  Dean  Adele  Stamp  to  Senior 
Women 

MONDAY,  JUNE  8TH.  CLASS  DAY 
1 1 :00  A.  M. — Class  Day  Exercises 

Award  of  Honors  and  Prizes 
2 :30  P.  M. — Class  Play,  Auditorium 
5:00-7:00  P.  M. — Reception  by  President  and  Mrs. 

R.  A.  Pearson  at  their  home  to  Faculty, 
Alumni,  Members  of  the  Senior  Class 
and  their  Guests 

9:00  P.  M.-l  :00  A.  M. — Commencement  Ball,  Rit- 
chie Gymnasium 

TUESDAY,  JUNE  9TH,  COMMENCEMENT 
DAY 

11:00  A.  M. — Commencement  Exercises 

Address  to  the  Graduating  Class  by  His 
Excellency,  Albert  C.  Ritchie,  Governor 
of  Maryland 

Father  (reading  stories  to  five-year-old  son)  : “ . . . 
and  then  out  of  the  woods  came  a fairy  prince,  and 
who  do  you  suppose  it  was?” 

Son  : “Rudy  Vallee.” — Gargoyle. 

An  ex-soldier  who  runs  a cafe  calls  his  waitresses 
“Taps,”  because  they  blow  about  ten  p.  in. — The 
Pointer. 

“Dear  Sir — I am  engaged  to  a girl,  and  I have  been 
informed  that  you  w7ere  seen  kissing  her.  Kindly  call 
at  my  frat  house  at  11  o’clock  Friday  night  and  make 
an  explanation.  Leo  Line.” 

“Dear  Leo — 1 have  received  a copy  of  your  circular 
letter,  and  will  be  present  at  the  meeting.  Ed.” — 
Whirlwind. 





REFRESHING 


Everybody  Eats  at  the 

College  Bar^B-Q 

Open  to  2 A.  M. 

SANDWICHES,  LIGHT  LUNCH 
PLATE  DINNER 
CIGARS— CIGARETTES 

At  the  Gate 

BUSES  TO  ALL  POINTS 
Round  Trip — Baltimore.  $1.25 

Round  Trip — Washington  $ .50 
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It  may  sound  like 
the  same  “Old 
Line”,  but  we 
have  enjoyed 
being  with  you 
this  year  and 
we’ll  be  back 
next.  And  we 
can  stick  together 
during  the  sum- 
mer if  you’ll  re- 
member our  “Old 
Line”  and  stick  to 
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A rushee  in  the  basement  is  worth  three  in  the 
front  yard. — Kansas  Sour  Owl. 

The  parking  problem  is  becoming  acute.  The  last 
resort  for  collegians  is  to  do  their  sparking  in  the 
library  on  Friday  nights,  where  you  will  always  be 
alone. — Green  Goat. 

Old  Gentleman  (bewildered  at  the  elaborate  wed- 
ding): “Are  you  the  bridegroom?’’ 

Young  man:  “No,  sir.  I was  eliminated  in  the  semi- 
finals.”— Annapolis  Log. 

That  Kappa  may  be  outspoken,  but  not  by  anyone 

I have  ever  met! — Ohio  State  Sun  Dial. 

Old  Lady  on  Street  Car : “Thank  you  for  your  seat, 
young  man.” 

Pledge : “That’s  all  right.  This  is  initiation  week 
and  I’d  rather  stand,  anyway.” — S’.  C.  Wampus. 

1 f all  the  students  who  told  strange  girls  last  summer 
that  they  played  on  the  foot  ball  team  were  placed  on 
the  players’  bench,  the  student  cheering  section  would 
he  vacant.--  Not  re  Dame  Juggler. 
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The  Old  Line  issues  a standing  invitation  to  all  members  of  the  undergraduate  body  to  contribute  their 
ideas  to  the  composition  of  the  magazine — features,  jokes,  drawings,  verse,  articles  or  comments.  All  con- 
tributions are  to  be  subject  to  the  whims  and  caprices  of  the  editorial  board. 
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THE  PERFECT  CO-ED 


The  perfect  co-ed  is  one  who  doesn't  ask  impatiently 
what  the  time  is  on  a date,  giving  the  impression  that 
she  is  bored  and  simply  cannot  wait  until  quarter  to 
eleven  bell. 

The  perfect  co-ed  is  one  whose  main  ambition  in 
life  isn’t  to  write  and  who  doesn't  keep  a diary  of 
cherished  thoughts,  cynical  reminiscences.  And  one 
who  doesn’t  just  adore  Shell}',  Keats  and  Byron. 

The  perfect  co-ed  is  one  who  doesn’t  lay  her  head 
on  your  shoulder  at  a formal.  The  tux  probably 
belongs  to  some  one  else. 

The  perfect  co-ed  is  one  who  doesn’t  talk  about  her 
people  treating  her  “just  terribly”  and  she  doesn’t 
see  why  she  can’t  have  more  clothes. 

The  perfect  co-ed  is  one  who  doesn't  talk  about 
friendship  being  the  most  beautiful  thing  in  the  whole 
world.  She  has  lots  of  friends,  picks  them  herself, 


and  they  positively  fall  all  over  themselves  to  be  of  the 
chosen  few.  Of  course,  they  are  of  the  best  families, 
awfully  well  known,  you  know. 

The  perfect  co-ed  is  one  who  doesn’t  rush  madly 
ahead  of  a person’s  words  and  finish  the  sentence  just 
to  show  the  others  that  she  knows  “all  about  it.” 

The  perfect  co-ed  is  one  who  doesn’t  greet  you  witn 
“What  are  we  doing  tonight?”  on  a date  when  you 
have  a dollar  in  your  jeans. 

The  perfect  co-ed  is  one  who  doesn’t  sit  all  afternoon 
on  the  Ag  building  steps,  smiling  coyly  at  each  fellow 
as  he  walks  by,  hoping  that  he  will  sit  down  beside  her. 

The  perfect  co-ed  is  one  who  doesn’t  think  she  looks 
exactly  like  Greta  Garbo,  and  who  doesn’t  wear  hei 
hair  down  like  the  actress. 

The  perfect  co-ed  ....  what’s  the  use  to  go  any 
further  ....  I am  engaged  to  a girl  who  does  all  these 
things,  but  she  isn’t  a co-ed. 


THE  PERFECT  FELLOW 


The  perfect  fellow  is  one  who  doesn’t  continue  to 
call  you  up  after  you  have  refused  him  three  times 
because  of  “another  date.” 

The  perfect  fellow  is  one  who  won’t  make  violent, 
insincere  love  on  your  first  date  with  him,  but  who  will 
wait  just  long  enough  to  make  you  believe  that  he 
really  has  fallen  for  you. 

The  perfect  fellow  is  one  who  doesn’t  offer  you  a 
cigarette  and  then  sits  in  silent  disapproval  while  you 
smoke  it. 

The  perfect  fellow  is  one  who  doesn’t  exchange  a 
dance  with  one  of  your  sorority  sisters  in  order  to 
make  a date  with  her  for  the  next  night. 

The  perfect  fellow  is  one  who  doesn’t  think  that  he 
has  a right  to  park  on  the  sorority  house  davenport 
every  night  just  because  he  happens  to  have  his  lain  on 
one  of  the  sisters. 

The  perfect  fellow  is  one  who  doesn’t  slip  out  at 
intermission  by  himself,  leaving  you  standing  helpless- 
ly among  the  chaperones. 

The  perfect  fellow  is  one  who  doesn't  insist  upon 
trying  to  hum  the  first  line  of  a popular  song  under 
his  breath  while  you  are  telling  him  that  exciting 
experience  you  had  last  summer. 

The  perfect  fellow  is  one  who  invites  you  to  all  the 
fraternity’s  house-parties  and  then  invites  “the  girl 
back  home”  for  the  big  formal  of  the  year. 

The  perfect  fellow  ....  but  why  continue  . . . . 
There  are  only  two  things  wrong  with  fellows,  anyway. 
....  everything  they  do  and  everything  they  say. 


On  the  first  day  of  school  the  teacher  asked  the  boys 
their  names. 

The  first  boy  replied  that  his  name  was  Si. 

“No,”  the  teacher  corrected,  “You  mustn’t  say  Si; 
say  Silas.” 

The  next  boy  said  his  name  was  Tom. 

“No,”  said  the  teacher  impressively,  “it’s  Thomas.’’ 

“And  now,”  she  inquired  of  a lad  in  the  end  row, 
“what  is  your  name?” 

Anxious  to  please,  the  lad  responded,  “Jackass.” 

The  month’s  most  conceited  person  is  the  girl  who 
claims  she’s  driven  so  many  men  to  drink  she  feels  like 
a promoter  for  a speakeasy. 

If  they  knew  it,  lots  of  girls  who  meet  college  boys 
during  the  vacation  are  like  harvest  hands — engaged 
for  the  summer  only. 

We  wonder  if  these  fellows  who  take  the  pictures 
for  those  Art  Magazines  get  a salary  too. 

The  hand  that  rocks  the  cradle  is  the  one  that  used 
to  turn  out  the  parlor  light. 

There  is  nothing  like  a chair  for  taking  a fellow  off 
of  his  feet. 

With  all  her  intuition,  no  woman  in  the  world  has 
ever  guessed  that  any  man  can  ever  get  tired  of  danc- 
ing with  her. 
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" What  are  your  qualifications?” 

"Well,  I’m  a college  graduate” 

" 1 didn’t  ask  for  a confession,  I want  qualifications.” 


LOVE’S  LITTLE  TRAGEDIES 

After  all,  there  was  little  he  could  do  to  prevent  it. 
Why  should  he  worry  over  her  troubles — he  had 
enough  of  his  own. 

What  if  it  was  his  own  fault?  And  the  blame  wasn't 
entirely  his,  at  all.  She  had  had  as  much  to  do  with  it 
as  he.  There  was  no  way  to  communicate  with  her — 
he  had  tried  it  once  and  lost  his  nerve  at  the  last 
moment.  He  knew  these  women — if  they  were  caught, 
she’d  shift  all  the  load  on  his  own  shoulders.  Self-pres- 
ervation— that’s  all. 

She  was  not  more  than  five  feet  from  him — yet  he 
dared  not  look  up.  He  could  almost  feel  the  reproach 
in  her  eyes.  Why  did  women  have  to  get  themselves 
in  messes  like  this,  anyway?  True,  she  was  wearing 
his  fraternity  pin — after  this  was  over,  she’d  give  it 
back  to  him,  and  he  didn’t  care.  He  was  growing 
tired  of  her — she  was  asking  too  much  of  him. 

And  perhaps  he  was  right.  Even  if  she  was  just 
two  seats  away  from  him,  she  couldn’t  expect  him  to 
yell  the  answers  clear  across  the  room  to  her.  In  a 
quizz  like  this  one,  with  the  prof  right  on  your  nose, 
every  minute,  she  ought  to  know  that  he  couldn’t  slip 
her  the  notes  he’d  promised  to — and  besides,  maybe 
this  would  teach  her  to  do  her  own  studying  next  term. 


REVENGE 

My  room-mate,  Percy  Fish,  was  studying  for  the 
big  final,  lie  wrote  most  carefully  and  conveniently  a 
reduced  copy  of  most  of  the  book  on  his  sleeve  cuffs. 
I'll  have  to  hand  it  to  him.  I’ve  seen  many  such  at- 
tempts hut  his  was  a genuine  work  of  art.  It  looked 
as  if  he  finally  would  pass  the  course.  But,  on  the 
morrow,  1 had  the  revenge  1 had  been  hoping  for  for 
months.  As  usual  he  put  on  one  of  my  shirts  and 
went  to  take  the  test,  leaving  the  shirt  with  the  notes 
on  the  cuffs  lying  on  the  floor. 

No,  I don’t  have  trouble  with  my  room-mate  any 
more. 


Mother:  “Why  don’t  you  wear  that  beautiful  lingerie 
you  got  for  Christmas?” 

Daughter:  “Oh,  I’m  saving  that  for  a windy  day.” 
— Williams  Purple  Cow. 

Then  they  say  that  a worm  is  a caterpillar  who 
played  strip  poker  and  lost. 

“Young  man,  I’ll  teach  you  to  sleep  through  my 
lectures !” 

“You’re  too  late,  Professor,  I have  already  learned.” 

“Was  it  tough  getting  a job  in  Ziegfeld’s  chorus?” 

“Tough?  I had  to  show  everything  but  my  creden- 
tials.” 


Kibitzer  is  the  unmarried  Siamese  twin. — Lafayette 
Lyre. 


•Jl  -v%- 


Daughter:  "Father  tell  me  a fairy  story.” 

Father:  "Well,  once  there  was  a good  looking  co- 
ed—”. 

Daughter:  "Gee,  Dad,  that  was  a good  one.” 


When  a woman  says 


she’s  never  been  kissed,  she’s  lying ; when  a man  says  he  believes  her,  he’s  insulting. 
* * * * 


A sense  of  humor  is  something  a co-ed  has  to  have  before  she  can  stand  the  gaff  of  dating  several  brothers 
of  the  same  lodge  and  listening  to  perfect  repetitions  of  the  old  fraternity  line. 

When  a man  begins  an  incessant  criticism  of  one  particular  woman,  it’s  a sure  sign  that  lie’s  falling  fast 
and  hard. 

^ % 

The  college  man  may  have  a superior  intellect,  but  few  of  them  have  enough  sense  to  realize  just  when  a 
woman  is  tired  of  them. 

* * * * 

Blushing  was  an  inconvenience  to  the  old  fashioned  miss ; to  the  co-ed,  it’s  an  accomplishment. 

^ ^ 

Most  men  enjoy  a love  affair  because  it  gives  them  a good  excuse  for  talking  about  themselves. 

* * * * 

A man  relishes  an  hour  of  love  for  the  experience,  but  a woman  endures  it  for  the  sake  of  its  memory. 

K * * * 


A jealous  lover  is  like  an  old  shoe,  soothing  and  comfortable  in  private,  but  rather  down  at  the  heel  and  a 
bit  cracked  under  the  bright  light  of  the  public  eye. 

^ j}c  jJ{ 

When  a man  wants  to  really  enjoy  a house  party,  the  girl  who  gets  his  bid  is  never  the  one  and  only  from 
his  home  town. 


M * 'Jf-  % 


No  matter  how  crude  he  is,  a woman  can  always  find  something  nice  about  a man  who’s  in  love  with  her. 

'M  ;jc  ;jc 

Why  does  a man  in  love  spend  the  best  part  of  his  time  trying  to  make  the  woman  change  the  very  char- 
acteristics which  attracted  him  in  the  first  place? 


Few  of  our  campus  men  are  criterions  of  sartorial  splendor,  but  most  of  them  do  manage  to  look  pretty 
good  in  everything  they  eat. 

5}C 

A man  writes  the  most  impassioned  letters  when  lie’s  definitely  out  of  love,  because  he  can  think  clearly, 
understands  the  girl,  and  doesn’t  care  whether  she’s  impressed  or  not. 

* if  * * 

The  month’s  most  conceited  person  is  the  girl  who  claims  she’s  driven  so  many  men  to  drink  she  feels  like  a 
promoter  for  a speakeasy. 

* * * * 

It  they  knew  it.  lots  of  girls  who  meet  college  boys  during  the  vacation  are  like  harvest  hands — engaged  for 
the  summer  only. 

* * * 


We  wonder  if  these  fellows  who  take  the  pictures  for  those  Art  Magazines  get  a salary,  too. 

* * * * 

With  all  her  intuition,  no  woman  in  the  world  has  ever  guessed  that  any  man  can  ever  get  tired  of  dancing 
with  her. 
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aVIR'DHJNID  Tin  IE 

By  Bill  Needham 


hill 


v the  gods!  . . . 'tis  June  again,  Teeboo — good 
old  June!  . . . last  month  was  May — next 
month’s  July,  and  everything’s  supremely 
okey-doke  . . . remember  the  beginning  of  last  semes- 
ter, when  Ted  Keenan,  Larry  Katz,  Annabelle  Max- 
well and  yours  faithfully  sat  in  zoology  lab  and  ale 
gum  drops  ? . . . and  what  an  impression  the  Burdette 
hair  made?  . . . that  was  a hundred  years  ago  . . . 
even  now  the  alumni  are  sneaking  about  under  the  trees, 
trying  to  look  as  little  like  alumni  as  possible.  . . . 
we’ve  met  a lot  of  people  since  last  September  . . . 
take  Vera  Klein,  for  example — she’s  been  like  an  old 
friend  ever  since  the  day  she  asked  us  to  “hold" 
Eleanor  Margerum  for  her  . . . that  was  the  day  we 
began  to  wonder  how  it  would  feel  to  have  a Hetzci 
poniard  in  your  ribs  . . . Rosalie  Grant  is  another  new 
friend — nor  will  we  be  entirely  satisfied  until  she 
begins  to  wear  long  flowing  dresses  and  “slinks”  hither 
and  yon  in  the  approved  Norma  Shearer  fashion  . . . 
and  Lieut.  Young,  who  is  going  to  write  a “Ten  Years 
Ago  as  Editor”  column  in  next  year’s  Diamondback 
. . . and  Hebbard  . . . and  Cleveland  . . . and  “Bozey” 
Berger,  who  can  play  basket  ball  much  better  than  lit 
can  speak  Spanish  . . . and  Joe  Deckman — Poobah, 
who’s  been  the  butt  of  our  riabaldry  on  so  many 
occasions  . . . we  hate  to  see  you  don  the  cap  and  gown, 
Joe,  but  best  of  luck  and  remember  us  . . . and  “Mugs” 
Bernard  who  sometimes  smiled  at  us  as  though  she 
meant  it  . . . and  Frank  Cox  who  can  put  on  a wicked 
platoon  drill  . . . and  so  on,  far  into  the  student  direc- 
tory . . . the  Kilroy-Meyer  romance  is  noteworthy  as 
one  affair  with  a publicity  agent  . . . Gretchen  Van 
Slyke  has  kept  at  least  two  swains  in  agony  since 
the  day  she  attended  her  first  class  . . . Phi  Sig  had 
two  up  on  KA  in  the  final  reckoning  . . . that  is,  if 
anyone  can  reckon  anything  where  a woman  is  con- 
cerned . . . Lib  Norton  and  her  load  of  Sigma  Phi 
Sigma  pearls  . . . Irvin  and  Myra,  with  commendable 
sagacity,  forestalled  a lot  of  kittenish  comment  by 
announcing  their  “honorable  intent”  . . . whenevei 
George  O Hare  walks  by,  you  get  the  impression  that 
there  s something  big  doing  somewhere,  and  George  is 
going  right  out  to  settle  it  . . . H.  O.  (Hot  Oscar) 
Eby  in  a Napoleonic  stance  saying  “Boy — things  arc 
going  to  pop  in  the  Rossbourg  next  year ! Best  bunch 
ot  officers  the  club’s  ever  had"  . . . Hizzoner  Hasslinger, 
puffing  on  his  semi-meerschaum  pipe  and  beginning 
to  look  like  a prospective  editor  of  the  Reveille  . . . 
he’s  got  a nice  year  ahead  of  him  with  “Jake”  at  his 


elbow  to  take  orders  . . . begging  pardon  for  our 
boldness,  Mr.  Robbins  . . . too  bad  the  Myers  Eisen- 
berg  parley  never  got  going  successfully — or,  maybe 
it  did!  Gibbs  could  manage  things  pretty  well,  if  we 
recall  correctly,  events  in  the  Publication  Office  . . . 
the  almost-but-not-quite  sweetheart  of  ATO — Kappa 
Kappa  Smith  . . . we  knew  a lot  of  dirt  about  Rosalie 
Goodhart,  but  we  knew,  too,  that  she  might  read 
proof  on  this  column,  so  what  was  the  use?  . . . come 
around  some  nice  evening  and  we’ll  tell  you  what  we 
know  ...  to  say  nothing  of  a little  we  don’t  know.  . . . 
too  many  “knows”  in  that  sentence,  aren’t  there?  . . . 
how  long  do  we  have  to  wait  before  the  elusive  Rom- 
bach  picks  a man  to  concentrate  on?  . . . this  Balti- 
more aviator  must  have  a grip  of  steel  ...  or  gold. 
. . . Gordon  Pugh  is  one  of  those  men  who  can  go  for 
days  without  a shave  and  continue  to  look  human.  . . . 
One-Eyed  Connelly  couldn’t  crash  a gate  on  Falken- 
stein  . . . remember  the  field  day  they  held  out  here  on 
May  2?  Well  that  cigar  walking  around  the  judge.- 
table  had  Ernie  Carliss  under  it  . . . another  “right  guv” 
. . . . have  you  ever  heard  Bob  Beall  talk  about  life  and 
love  on  the  stairs  in  Morrill  Hall?  ...  we  did  once  . . . 
but  we’re  suppressing  her  name  out  of  respect  to  her 
boy-friend  ....  darn  nice  of  us ! ...  . Dorothy  Doyle 
(nee  Simpson)  is  our  one  confidante  among  the  local 
co-eds  ....  she’s  going  to  do  a novel  called  “City  Girl’s 

briend" Mary  Ricketts — “the  fountain  of  Awful 

Truth”  and  a Ladies  Auxiliary  of  one  to  the  locai 
crime  columnists  ....  they  are  changing  tiie  name  of 
Hood  College  to  “Cnger’s  Orbit”  ....  Smoky  Wood 
has  found  that  Dr.  Crothers  and  the  "lady  on  my 
right”  don’t  mix  ....  if  you  want  to  give  Bro.  Dixon 
a bad  ten  minutes,  sneak  up  behind  him  and  chirp 
suddenly,  "Ho,  Dickie!  Saw  Brennan  up  the  hill  just 
now — she's  looking  for  you”  ....  “G.  K.  Z.”  of 
Diamondback  fame  has  a nice  8-day  Bermuda  trip 
planned  for  next  Easter  ....  your  job  is  to  discover 
who  “H.  Y.”  is,  and  whether  or  not  things  may  shape 
up  to  make  it  a honeymoon  ....  whew!  our  life  is 
worth  about  as  much  as  Little  Caesar’s  after  that : 

. . . . and  speaking  of  Little  Caesars,  have  you  gotten 
wind  of  the  baby  gangland  up  in  the  men’s  dorm  ? 
. . . . you’ll  find  the  effervescent  Cichetti  on  the  crest 

of  the  crime  wave,  according  to  report Bro. 

Bischoff  spent  his  tennis  managerial  days  chasing 
white  spheres  in  the  mud  behind  the  courts  where 
the  wire  is  torn  down  ....  no  doubt  Mogul  Whiting 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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An  irritated  professor  once  remarked  to  a student 
who  persistently  asked  questions  in  class : 

“Son,  one  fool  can  ask  more  questions  than  a thou- 
sand wise  men  can  ever  answer.’’ 

The  stude  shot  back  at  him : “Remember  that  state- 
ment when  you  make  out  the  exam,  will  you,  prof?’’ 

Love  is  like  a poker  game — it  takes  a pair  to  open, 
she  gets  a flush,  he  shows  diamonds,  and  it  ends  with 
a full  house. 

“You  are  hiding  something  from  me,”  growled  the 
villian. 

“No.  not  enough.”  said  the  Boston  censor,  after 
looking  at  the  costume. 

The  senior  meditated  silently  with  two  thoughts  on 
his  mind — blondes  and  brunettes. 

Dresses  and  longer  and  glances  shorter  this  spring. 

He  met  a girl  in  a revolving  door  and  now  they  are 
going  around  together. 

“Who’s  in  that  garden?” 

“Only  us  pansies.” — Jack  o’  Lantern. 


He:  " Shall  we  go  outside  for  a little  walk?” 

She:  rrYou  boys  hare  the  funniest  way  of  saying  what 
you  mean.” 


Porter:  "Check  your  bag,  sir?” 

Salesman:  "Yes,  and  put  it  on  ice.” 

“What’s  the  book?” 

“One  Thousand  Things  for  Boys  to  Make.” 

“Ah,  the  directory  of  a large  girl’s  school.” 

Professor : “Are  you  using  crib  notes  on  this  exam- 
ination, Mr.  Pip?” 

Pip:  “No,  sir.  I’m  copying  out  of  the  text.” 
Professor:  “Oh,  I beg  your  pardon.” 

“Are  you  troubled  with  improper  thoughts?” 
“Why  no,  I rather  like  them.” 


Doctor  (arranging  patient  on  operating  table)  : “I 
will  he  perfectly  frank  and  tell  you  that  four  out  of 
five  patients  die  under  this  operation.  Is  there  any- 
thing I can  do  for  you  before  I begin?” 

Patient:  “Yes,  if  you  don’t  mind.  Help  me  on  with 
my  clothes.” 


Drummer:  “Say,  sweetie,  what’s  to  prevent  us  from 
having  a big  time  tonight?” 

Sweet  Baby:  “Oh,  my  goodness!” 

Both  them  hula  girls  loved  the  same  man,  so  they 
pulled  straws  for  him. 

Senior.  ‘‘Well,  Frosh,  having  taken  Freshman  Eng- 
lish, what  do  you  think  of  O.  Henry?” 

Frosh:  “O.  K.,  but  the  nuts  stick  in  my  teeth.” 


LIBRARY . UNIVERSITY  OF  MARYLAND 


June  4 
19  3 1 


9 


Straying  into  the  danger  zone  during  co-ed  archery 
the  other  day,  a passerby  avoided  injury  by  leaping  to 
a point  of  safety. 


Burglar : “Where  have  you  been  ?” 

His  partner:  “Robbing  a fraternity  house.” 

Burglar:  “Lose  anything?” 

“Gosh,  but  you’re  pretty — you’re  beautiful,  divine, 
exquisite — you  are  georgeous,  radiant — I hope  you 
believe  I’m  sincere?” 

“I  can’t  help  thinking  you  are  sincere  when  you  talk 
like  that.” 


“You  can  never  tell  about  these  old  grads  that  come 
back  for  June  Week.” 

“No — and  you  shouldn’t  either!” 

He:  “Would  you  be  angry  if  I stole  a little  kiss 
dear?” 

She : “That  depends  on  how  long  it  took  you  to 
return  it.” 


Fraternity  Man:  “Well,  dad,  I was  elected  Chair- 
man of  the  Dance  Committee.” 

Dad : “Honestly.” 

Fraternity  Man:  “Oh  well,  that  doesn’t  make  such 
a big  difference,  does  it?” 

“Darling,  am  I the  first  man  you  ever  loved?” 
“Yes,  Reginald,  all  the  others  were  college  boys.” 


WOMAN 

Men  may  be  hopeless  at  times  but  we  do  not 
understand  the  reasons  given  by  some  women  for  say- 
ing this  when  women  try  in  every  respect  to  be  like 
men. 

Woman  is  that  which  was  produced  from  a per- 
fectly good  rib  of  man.  All  alike,  they  crave  flattery, 
luxury,  and  a vocabulary  to  help  them  spread  the  news. 
The  only  difference  is  that  some  have  the  ability  of 
applying  cosmetics  more  diligently  than  others. 

They  were  all  born  gold  diggers,  and  unless  man 
throws  a steady  stream  of  gifts  and  compliments  at 
them  they  become  frigidaires. 

They  would  wear  men’s  clothing,  but  realize  that 
it  shows  off  their  frailness  all  too  distinctly. 


"Oh,  professor — I’m  so  thrilled  with  the  study  of  fac- 
tors in  the  formation  of  fish  skulls  and  I’m  trying  so 
hard  to  get  a good  grade  in  the  course.” 
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Student  (on  the  phone)  : “Hello,  Constance,  will 
you  go  for  a ride  with  me  tonight?” 

Constance:  “Yes,  if  you’ll  let  your  Constance  be  your 
guide.” 

With  joyous  eyes  upon  thee, 

I sit  happy  and  I gaze 
So  thoughtful  and  so  lovingly 
On  thy  silent  face. 

Could  I say  all  that  I feel 
And  what  you  mean  to  me, 

1 would  have  to  meekly  kneel 
And  bow  adoringly. 

Foolish  that  I doubted 
You  would  come  to  me ; 

Now7  that  fear  is  routed  ; 

I muse  complacently. 


You’re  an  inspiration, 
With  figure  beautiful, 
Wonderful  creation  and 
Servant  dutiful. 


You  approach  divine ; 

Highest  joy  I’ve  had. 

I’m  glad  you  came  in  time — 
A check  from  dad ! 


“Dear  teacher,”  wrote  an  indignant  mother,  “you 
must  not  whack  Tommy.  He  is  a delicate  child,  and 
isn't  used  to  it.  We  never  hit  him  at  home  except  in 
self-defense.” 


"You  know  it  wouldn’t  do  any  good  to  spank  a girl 
after  she  is  sixteen,  but  it  must  be  lots  of  fun.” 


IF  YOU  HAVE  NOT  STUDIED— WHY  WORRY: 

I f you  have  not  studied  the  assignment  there  are 
two  possibilities : the  professor  will  not  show  up  for 
class,  or  the  professor  will  show  up  for  class.  If  the 
professor  does  not  show  up  for  class  there  is  nothing 
to  worry  about.  If  the  professor  does  show  up  for 
class  there  are  two  possibilities : the  professor  will 
lecture,  or  the  professor  will  quizz  on  the  assignment. 
If  the  professor  lectures  there  is  nothing  to  worry 
about.  If  the  professor  quizzes  on  the  assignment  there 
are  two  possibilities:  you  will  be  called  on  or  you  will 
not  he  called  on.  If  you  are  not  called  on  there  is 
nothing  to  worry  about.  If  you  are  called  on  there  are 
two  possibilities:  someone  will  coach  you  or  you  will 
bluff.  If  someone  coaches  you  there  is  nothing  to 
worry  about.  If  you  bluff  there  are  two  possibilities: 
the  bluff  will  work  or  the  bluff  will  not  work.  If  the 
bluff  works  there  is  nothing  to  worry  about,  and  if 
you  spent  your  time  studying  instead  of  reading  inane 
stuff  like  this  there  would  have  been  nothing  to  worry 
about  in  the  first  place. 


Co-ed:  “Jack,  are  you  sure  it  is  me  you  are  in  love 
with  and  not  my  clothes?” 

Jack : “Test  me,  darling.” 
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THE  SECRET 

I'm  glad  I wasn’t  raised  to  be  a player  of  the  flute, 

Or  taught  in  early  childhood  how  to  play  the  lute, 

I’m  glad  1 never  learned  to  play  a moaning  saxaphone, 

And  when  the  Personality  Course  Salesman  called,  I 
wasn’t  home. 

My  friends  are  all  quite  versatile  and  do  most  every- 
thing, 

They  know  how  to  swim,  speciality  dance,  recite,  and 
even  sing. 

They  ride,  and  talk,  and  kid,  and  are  cynical  or  gay, 

It’s  really  quite  remarkable  the  things  they  know  to 
say. 

They  entertain  and  play  up  to  the  person  they  are  with, 

While  I sit  tongue-tied,  ill  at  ease,  and  wishing  1 had 
“it.” 

But,  I’m  glad  for  all  of  this.  I’m  popular  as  the  best. 

I guess  the  reason  is  that  the  girls  want  a rest. 


'Well,  to  be  truthful,  I don’t  see  much  reason  for  it.” 


He:  ” Let’s  turn  out  the  light,  honey,  and  make  be- 
lieve we’re  in  heaven” 

She:  "But,  darling,  I’m  no  angel.” 


And  then  there  was  the  soph  who  took  three  extra 
subjects  so  he  would  have  more  chance  of  passing  one. 

Recipe  for  a sorority : Thirty  girls  in  all,  eight  grinds 
for  grades,  twelve  numbers  for  popularity,  live  little 
-asters  and  five  mistakes  for  blind  dates. 

She:  “He  smacked  me!” 

Father:  “I’ll  break  his  neck.  What  did  he  smack 
you  with  ?” 

She:  “Oh.  no!  (blushingly)  his  lips.” 

MORAL  QUESTION 
If  all  the  girls  were  very  nice, 

And  Co-eds  nicer  yet ; 

If  everyone  was,  oh,  so  good, 

Who  would  there  be  to  pet? 

She  was  all  mystery — her  violet  eyes, 

Her  swaying  body,  her  lips,  her  pout ; 

He  wondered  what  she  thought  of  him, 

He  broke  a date — and  found  out. 

Coming  down  the  steps  she  seems 
A fragile  flower — chiffon — a fluff  of  tide. 

A glossomer  fairy  spirit  of  my  dreams. 

We  danced.  Oh,  it  was  perfect  bliss, 

Ecstasy — she  seemed  to  float,  an  ethereal  being, 
tier  touch  was  like  the  caressing  mist. 

We  dined.  This  fragile  beauty  was  all  deceit. 

Such  loveliness,  an  ethereal  phantom  of  delight. 

An  illusion.  My,  how  she  could  eat! 
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Graduation — with  the  paradox  of  coincident  joy  and  sorrow! 

The  completion  of  a four-year  period  of  training  and  the  commencement  of  a lifetime  of  activity  and  occu- 
pation . . . the  separation  of  old  friends  and  the  severance  from  collegiate  life  and  activities  ...  a step  from 
leader  to  follower  ...  a step  from  theory  to  practicality  . . . the  amazingly  sudden  arrival  of  the  time-worn  and 
honored  need  to  earn  the  essential  “bread  and  butter”  ...  all  are  at  hand. 

It  seems  entirely  fitting  that  graduation  should  be  effected  in  June  . . . that  month  of  quietude,  repose, 
balmy  breezes,  and  flowers.  Essentially  it  is  like  a funeral  ...  or  a morgue.  The  same  quietude,  repose,  and 
flowers  prevail ; although  perhaps  the  balmy  breezes  are  missing  in  the  morgue  and  unnoticed  at  the  funeral.  Still, 
there  is  a strong  resemblance  between  graduation  and  death.  The  carefree  days  are  doomed,  practicality  reigns 
supreme,  theoretical  ideas  waver,  real  “drag”  supersedes  initiative,  and  the  possibility  of  a family  incorporated  too 
soon  in  the  game  heaps  coals  on  an  already  hot  fire. 

And  yet,  on  the  other  hand,  there  are  features  about  graduation  which  will  not  instigate  any  thumbing  of 
noses,  wailing,  or  gnashing  of  teeth.  For  example,  the  prospect  of  entire  freedom  from  homework  when  the  day's 
work  is  done  is  much  to  be  desired.  Although  a “boss”  takes  the  place  of  a dean,  he  can't  browbeat  you.  Then 
there  is  the  matter  of  the  welcome  pay  envelope  which  appears  regularly  every  so  often,  and  which  is  certainly 
better  greeted  than  the  examinations  which  also  appear  regularly  every  so  often. 

Nevertheless,  the  aforementioned  is  so  much  hogwash  when  compared  to  the  real  joy  and  the  real  sorrow 
of  graduation.  In  no  other  walk  of  life  are  so  many  true  friends  made  and  so  many  enlightening  and  entertaining 
experiences  met  with  as  in  college.  Their  loss  is  indeed  sad.  Four  years  of  such  intimate  friendship  and  expe- 
rience is  not  lightly  cast  aside  without  some  regret. 

The  only  possible  joy  in  graduation  seems  to  be  in  the  opportunity  to  settle  down  and  attempt  to  enjoy  the 
true  happiness  for  which  college  is  supposed  to  prepare  one.  After  all.  happiness  is  the  most  important  single 
feature  in  living  and  independence  is  the  greatest  single  attribute  of  happiness.  College  life  can  hardly  be  termed 
an  independent  life,  but  it  should  prepare  the  student  for  that  happiness  in  post-diploma  days. 

Fair  or  foul,  however,  The  Old  Line  wishes  you  every  success  in  your  new  ventures.  May  you  continue 
to  bring  prestige  and  honor  to  the  Black  and  Gold  of  your  alma  mater. 

There  is  only  one  ending  to  this  dirge  . . . and  we  say  . . . auf  wiedersehen ! 


Steve  Potter 
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CHICAGO  SYSTEM 

{“At  Chicago  all  barriers  to  individual  advancement 
haze  been  let  dozen,  the  student  in  the  college  may 
take  the  comprehensive  examination  required  for  com- 
pletion of  the  course  as  soern  as  lie  feels  able  to  pass  it. 
Attendance  at  classes  will  not  be  compulsory  for  any 
student  and  he  zvill  be  relatively  free  to  adjust  his  time 
to  the  best  advantage.” ) 

First  Chicago  Student:  Well,  what  are  we  going  to 
do  tonight — Latin  ? 

Second  Chicago  Student:  We  did  Latin  the  last  time 
we  studied.  What  about  analytics? 

First  C.  S. : 1 don’t  feel  much  like  analytics.  Ya 
know  I got  a good  mind  to  drop  that  course.  Doesn’t 
seem  to  make  a whole  lot  of  sense,  and  besides,  what 
good  does  it  do  you? 

Second  C.  S. : Gotta  have  it  for  your  comprehensive. 

First  C.  S. : Who  cares  about  the  comprehensive? 
That’s  all  you  hear  around  here,  the  comprehensive, 
the  comprehensive.  If  Hutchins  wanted  to  do  some- 
thing, why  didn’t  he  do  away  with  all  this  foolishness? 
Studying  for  an  exam  like  that  keeps  you  in  a groove. 
My  idea  is  just  browse  around  and  do  what  you  want, 
then  forget  it : just  change  around  whenever  you  feel 
like  it.  That’s  real  liberality  for  you. 

Second  C.  S. : Yeah  ....  Want  to  do  Latin  again, 
eh?  I’m  getting  sick  of  Latin  all  the  time.  You 
know,  Clarke’s  going  into  too  much  detail  in  that 
course,  anyway.  If  you  get  the  general  idea  and  his- 
tory of  the  language,  sort  of,  that’s  about  all  you  need. 
Don’t  spend  so  much  time  on  one  thing  like  irregular 
verbs,  f’r  instance.  That’s  high  school  stuff. 

First  C.  S. : Well  ....  I’ll  tell  you,  let's  write  up 
some  of  those  economic  problems. 

Second  C.  S. : I haven’t  been  to  that  class  for  a 
month. 

First  C.  S. : Neither  have  I. 

{Both  frozvn  at  their  Latin  a minute.) 

First  C.  S. : Oh,  the  devil  with  it.  I won’t  go  to 
classes  tomorrow.  Study  here  instead. 

Second  C.  S. : Think  I’ll  just  drop  in  analytics  and 
cut  the  rest,  too.  You  can  do  more  studying  in  your 
own  room,  anyway.  Got  more  freedom  for  your  indi- 
viduality. 

{Silence  while  they  meditate.) 

First  C.  S. : Let’s  go  down  the  Loop  to  a show. 

Second  C.  S. : All  right,  to  a good  movie.  A good 
movie  is  educational,  sort  of,  if  you  analyze  and  study 
the  actors,  you  know. 


* * * 


First  C.  S. : Yeah.  You  want  to  get  away  from  all 
this  theory  once  in  a while. 

Second  C.  S. : Sure.  This  is  supposed  to  be  a 
Comprehensive  Course. 

First  C.  S. : Yeah — Comprehensive. 

{Both  leave;  arm  in  arm.) 

* * * 

English  Prof:  “Correct  this  sentence:  “Before  any 
damage  could  he  done,  the  tire  was  put  out  by  the 
volunteer  fire  department.’’ 

Any  one : “The  tire  was  put  out  before  any  damage 
could  be  done  by  the  volunteer  tire  department.’’ — 
M altcascr. 

* * * 

“I  call  my  girl  ‘glue’." 

“Why,  because  she  sticks  to  you?” 

“No,  easy  to  squeeze  on  a warm  night.” 

* * * 

He:  “Why  won’t  you  let  me  kiss  you?” 

She:  “It’s  the  principle  of  the  thing.” 

He:  “Yeah.  But  think  of  the  interest." 

* * * 

Pretty  Nurse:  "Oh.  Doctor!  Each  time  I take  this 
person’s  pulse  it  beats  faster  and  faster.  What  should 
I do?” 

Doctor : “Blindfold  him.” 

Economics  Teacher:  “Don’t  you  know  what  economy 
is  ?” 

Frank:  “Sure:  it's  a way  of  spending  money  without 
getting  any  fun  out  of  it.” 


J'he  defeated  candidate  in  a Mexican  election  never 
asks  for  a recount. 

He  asks  that  the  election  be  shot  over  again. 


Frosh:  “What’s  this  I hear  about  you  flunking  out 
of  the  infirmary  ?” 

Sophomore:  “Uh  huh;  you  need  103  to  stay  in  there 
and  I only  got  98." 
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The  Lonesome  Old  Liner 

(Or  Why  Don't  You  Sing  of  Old  Maryland?) 

* * * 

By  Gibbs  Myers 

At  a night  club  out  in  Chicago 
Where  all  was  merry  and  gay, 

Where  the  dancers  reveled  madly 
And  the  orchestra  crooned  away, 

At  one  table  there  sat  a stranger 
Whose  visage  was  clouded  and  wry 
Who  took  no  heed  of  the  dancers 
As  they  glided  and  shuffled  by; 

For  the  band  played  a college  medley 
And  when  it  came  to  a close 
They  all  saw  the  stranger  then  stand 
And  cry  out  these  words  as  he  rose: 

O why  don’t  you  sing  of  old  Maryland, 

The  scene  of  my  college  days, 

Of  College  Park's  rolling  campus, 

Dear  to  my  heart  always, 

O sing  of  my  Alma  Mater , 

O sing  of  the  Old  Line’s  fame , 

Raise  up  a tunc  to  the  heavens 
To  honor  old  Maryland's  name. 

But  the  orchestra  went  on  playing 
Not  caring  to  hear  what  he  said, 

And  the  dancers  continued  their  revels, 

But  the  stranger  had  bowed  his  head, 

Till  again  when  the  college  medley 
Was  blared  forth  in  accents  strong, 

Then  the  unhappy  man  wept  softly, 

For  he  heard  no  Maryland  song; 

And  his  body  quivered  wakly, 

And  his  face  was  leaden  and  glum, 

But  still  his  voice  cried  faintly, 

Piercing  the  music’s  hum : 

O why  don’t  you  sing  of  old  Maryland , 

The  scene  of  my  college  days, 

Of  College  Park's  rolling  campus, 

Dear  to  my  heart  alivays, 

O sing  of  my  Alma  Mater, 

O sing  of  the  Old  Line’s  fame, 

Raise  up  a tune  to  the  heavens 
To  honor  old  Maryland's  name. 

* * 

Salesman  (telegraphing  from  Ohio)  : “Having  won- 
derful time.  Marion  is  great.” 

Wife  (telegraphing  back  immediately)  : “Same  here. 
George  is  not  so  bad.” — Cornell  Widow. 


May:  “I  don’t  like  Charles;  he  knows  too  many 
dirty  songs.” 

June:  “Does  he  sing  them  to  you?” 

May:  “No,  but  he  whistles  them.” 

* * * 

The  hand  that  rocks  the  cradle  is  the  one  that  used 
to  turn  out  the  parlor  light. 

* * * 

“Do  you  like  dancing  in  this  dark  corner?” 

“No,  let’s  stop  dancing.” 

* * * 

“I  hear  you  and  the  leading  lady  are  on  the  outs?” 

Electrician : eah,  it  was  one  of  those  quick 

change  scenes  with  the  stage  all  dark.  She  asked  for 
her  tights  and  I thought  she  said  lights. 

* * * 

“Say,  get  off  my  feet.” 

“If  you’d  put  them  where  they  belong  I wouldn't 
he  standing  on  them.” 

“Don’t  tempt  me,  woman.” 

4s 

“How’d  you  get  your  hands  so  dirty?” 

“Oh,  I was  looking  for  exchange  jokes." 


Senior  to  Freshman:  "Women  aren’t  so  much,  but 
unfortunately  they  are  the  only  other  sex  we  have." 


June  4 
19  31 
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By  George  W.  Fogg 


equels  usually  disappoint  those  who  read  the 
first  of  the  series,  but  The  Road  Back  will 
please  anyone  who  read  All  Quiet  on  the 
Western  Front.  It  has  the  same  strong  emotional  style 
and  the  same  restraint  which  never  gives  you  a chance 
to  say  “Oh  this  is  overdrawn." 

For  his  characters  Remarque  takes  several  boys  who, 
before  entering  the  army,  were  members  of  a teachers’ 
college  in  a small  town.  Some  of  them,  after  four 
years  in  the  war,  are  so  heartily  sick  of  the  patriotic 
bombast  with  which  they  have  been  principally  fed 
that  they  are  willing  to  trade  their  military  medals  to 
American  soldiers  for  chocolate  bars  and  cakes  of 
soap. 


written  under  the  title  “Dawn,”  but  soon  decided  I 
didn’t  care  much  about  Dreiser  anyway. 

Recommended  for  summer  reading:  The  Flying 
Dutchman,  a biography  of  Anthony  Fokker,  by  Bruce 
Gould,  and  to  balance  that  Wet  Wit  and  Dry  Humor 
by  Stephen  Leacock. 

Warwick  Deeping’s  Bridge  of  Desire  isn’t  exactly 
light  fiction,  but  one  could  probably  down  it  early  in 
the  summer.  It’s  a well  written  story,  though  tasting 
somewhat  of  the  sermon.  It  is  about  the  happily  mar- 
ried young  writer  who  feels  it  necessary  to  indulge 
the  “beast  within  him.”  Everything  ends  all  in  good 
order,  however. 


They  return  home  and  some  adapt  themselves 
quickly ; others  do  not.  Sporadic  violence  breaks  out 
in  the  town  and  some  of  these  boys  are  on  one  side 
and  some  on  the  other.  They  shoot  at  each  other  and 
some  are  killed. 

During  the  post-armistice  revolution  in  Germany 
some  of  the  less  pleasantly  pictured  soldiers  bleat  of 
equality  of  men  and  feel  that  they  have  established 
it  when  they  forcibly  remove  the  chevons  from  a non- 
commissioned officer. 

Food  is  scarce  and  morals  low  in  post  war  Germany 
and  the  young  ex-soldier  moves  through  many  odd 
experiences  before  he  finally  sees  the  way  back  to  the 
steadier,  more  monotonous  peace  time  life. 

1 he  story  is  told  in  the  first  person,  but  the  whole 
platoon  is  really  the  hero,  not  the  young  private  who 
tells  the  story. 

A short  time  ago  I started  the  “frank  and  intimate” 
story  of  I heodore  Dreiser’s  early  youth  which  he  has 


The  best  detective  story  this  summer  is  “The  Glass 
Key.”  It  can  be  used  any  time  during  the  summer. 

One  of  the  peculiarities  of  the  reading  public  is 
illustrated  by  the  fact  that  a collection  of  school-boy 
blunders  published  under  the  title  of  “Boners”  is 
one  of  the  five  best  sellers,  and  an  additional  collec- 
tion of  such  material  called  “More  Boners”  is  the 
seventh  best  seller.  What  a delightful  literary  life  the 
professors  must  live  with  such  material  available  every 
day  of  the  week ! 

The  Book  of  the  Month  Club  is  going  summerish 
with  Father , by  Elizabeth,  as  the  June  selection.  The 
Literary  Guild  is  trying  to  catch  some  of  the  interest 
in  things  military  by  the  title  “The  Martial  Spirit”  for 
J line. 

One  of  the  advantages  of  writing  a column  like  this 
is  that  you  have  to  read  something  you  are  willing  to 
tell  about.  If  the  Old  Line  should  become  a week!) 
next  year  I see  that  I would  soon  become  a sage  of 
renown. 


TAIL  IKING  WITH  TIL  IE  GIG  IEE  IKS 

By  Rosalie  Goodhart 


TALKING  WITH  THE  GREEKS 

To  encourage  the  writing  of  songs,  Sigma  Nu  has 
offered  $300  in  prizes  for  new  Sigma  Nu  songs. 

=t=  * * 

The  National  Office  of  Sigma  Phi  Sigma  lias  com- 
pleted a chart  for  each  of  its  chapters  which  shows 
what  happens  to  the  men  initiated.  If  you  do  not 
graduate  75  per  cent,  of  your  initiates,  in  the  opinion 
of  the  Sigma  Phi  Sigma’s,  your  rushing  and  pledging 
needs  revision. 

* * * 

George  C.  Butte,  of  Austin,  Texas,  appointed  vice- 
governor  of  the  Philippine  Islands,  is  a member  of 
Alpha  Tau  Omega. 

* =t= 

Fred  J.  Mulligan,  Assistant  Dean  of  Men  at  Ohio 
State,  a former  Phi  Delta  Theta  traveling  secretary, 
has  organized  a pledge  council,  a chapter  presidents 
council,  and  an  alumnus  advisers’  council  in  the  in- 
terest of  inter  fraternity  co-operation. 

sfc  j{s  He 

Theta  Chis  at  the  University  of  Pennsylvania  ha= 
an  endowment  fund  from  which  student  loans  may  be 
made.  All  initiation  fees  go  into  the  fund. 

* * * 

Phi  Delta  Theta  claims  captaincies  in  18  leading 
colleges  and  all-star  selections  throughout  basket  ba.ll- 
dom. 

* * * 

“ The  Good  Earth,”  the  March  Book  of  the  Month, 
was  written  by  Mrs.  Pearl  Buck,  a Kappa  Delta. 

* * * 

Irving  Walker,  a self-made  Kappa  Alpha,  has  nevin 
had  a day  of  law-school  training  in  his  life,  yet  he  is 
president  of  the  Los  Angeles  Bar  Association. 

* * 

Four  factors  which  contribute  to  scholastic  success, 
according  to  the  Delta,  of  Sigma  Nu,  are  quiet  sur- 


roundings, good  health,  the  desire  to  learn,  and  the 
mental  capacity  or  natural  aptitude  of  the  individual. 

5jC  * * 

Delta  Sigma  Phi  office  in  Chicago  is  said  to  be  the 
most  efficient  of  all  fraternity  central  offices. 

j{c  ^ 

George  Leenker,  a Phi  Sigma  Kappa  from  Massa- 
chusetts, who  for  a number  of  years  has  been  assistant 
coach  of  football  at  Michigan,  as  well  as  head  basket- 
ball coach,  has  accepted  a position  as  head  football 
coach  at  Iowa  State  College. 

* * * 

An  Alpha  Omicron  Pi  has  the  unique  distinction 
of  being  the  first  teacher  to  go  to  England  as  guest  of 
the  English-speaking  Union. 

* =K  * 

Orville  Martin,  an  Alpha  Gamma  Rho,  recently  was 
awarded  a bronze  plaque  by  Purdue  for  his  outstand- 
ing ability  as  a student  and  athlete. 

* * * 

The  Convention  of  1930,  celebrating  the  sixtieth 

anniversary  of  the  founding  of  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma, 
voted  to  honor  two  of  the  early  members  of  Alpha 
chapter  by  adding  their  names  to  the  list  of  Founders. 

* * * 

Where  Our  Greeks  Will  Gather  This  Summer 

Theta  Chi — 75th  Anniversary  Convention,  August 
27-29,  Norwich,  Vermont. 

Alpha  Omicron  Pi — National  Convention,  Trout- 
dale,  Evergreen,  Colorado,  June  21-28. 

Kappa  Delta — National  Convention,  Wardman  Park, 
Washington,  D.  C.,  June  29-July  4. 

Phi  Delta  Theta — National  Convention,  Denver,  Col. 

Sigma  Phi  Sigma — Eastern  District  Conference  at 
Chaptel  Hill,  North  Carolina. 

Sigma  Nu— Twenty-fifth  Grand  Chapter  to  convene 
August  28-31.  at  Bigwin  Inn,  Lake  of  Bays.  Ontario. 


By  W.  H.  (Bill)  Hottel 


aryland  athletic  teams  were  winding  up  a 
highly  successful  year  in  athletics  when  this 
was  written  with  only  a total  of  five  con- 
tests remaining  on  the  schedules.  Most  im- 
portant of  these  were  the  lacrosse  tilt  with  Navy  at 
Annapolis  and  the  hall  game  with  Army  at  West  Point, 
both  on  Memorial  Day. 

Topping  a fine  football  season  with  a more  successful 
one  in  basketball  in  which  the  Southern  Conference 
championship  was  won,  the  winter  teams  set  a fine 
example  for  the  outdoor  squads  and  the  latter  lived  up 
to  their  job. 

While  the  track  and  tennis  teams  did  well,  the  vic- 
tories of  the  former  including  one  over  Johns  Hopkins 
in  the  final  dual  meet  of  the  season,  while  the  racketers 
showed  to  much  better  advantage  than  in  1931. 

However,  it  remained  for  the  baseball  and  lacrosse 
aggregations  to  furnish  the  high  spots  of  the  spring  ac- 
tivities and  they  turned  in  some  notable  triumphs. 

With  the  Navy  game  in  the  offing,  and  it  will  be 
history  by  the  time  this  is  read,  the  Old  Line  stickmen 
had  won  seven  of  eight  games  played,  vanquishing 
Johns  Hopkins,  8 to  6.  on  May  23  in  a thrilling  game  in 
the  Baltimore  Stadium  that  ranked  with  the  greatest 
contests  in  the  annals  of  the  Indian  pastime. 

With  two  minutes  to  go  the  score  was  tied  at  6-all 
and  then  the  fighting  Old  Liners,  coming  with  a rush, 
scored  two  goals  in  quick  succession  to  gain  the  laurels. 
There  was  not  a second  of  the  last  15  minutes  of  play 
that  the  6,000  spectators  were  not  on  their  feet  yelling 
their  heads  off  for  their  favored  team. 


It  was  the  third  year  in  a row  that  the  Old  Liners 
had  taken  the  measure  of  their  old  rivals  in  a pastime  in 
which  the  Blue  Jays  used  to  rule  the  roost. 

Two  weeks  before  Maryland  lost  its  only  tilt  when 
it  bowed  to  St.  John’s,  2 to  3,  on  a disputed  goal  cred- 
ited the  latter  near  the  end  of  the  contest.  Ed  Ronkim. 
ace  of  Maryland’s  attack,  went  out  in  the  first  three 
minutes  of  this  game  with  a broken  ankle  and  this  was 
a blow  to  the  Maryland  twelve.  His  loss  not  only  took 
away  a powerful  player  but  threw  the  Old  Liners  off 
their  stride,  as  he  was  a highly  important  cog  in  the 
offensive  plans  of  the  Maryland  team. 

Facing  many  problems  at  the  outset  of  the  season, 
the  ball  team  did  remarkable  work  by  winning  10  of 
its  first  16  games,  numbering  Navy,  Harvard,  Virginia. 
Washington  and  Lee  twice,  Virginia  Poly  and  other 
strong  teams  among  its  victims. 

Harry  Milburn,  a righthanded  senior,  won  six  of  the 
first  eight  games  he  pitched,  while  Bill  Mcllwee,  soph- 
omore southpaw,  had  three  wins  against  one  defeat.  Be- 
fore coming  to  Maryland  Mcllwee  was  a righthanded 
outfielder.  He  held  Virginia  to  one  hit  and  pitched  the 
victory  over  Navy. 

Maryland  had  an  exceptional  freshman  ball  team  that 
won  10  of  11  games  and  while  the  yearling  lacrosse 
twelve  did  not  do  so  well  there  were  a number  of  good 
prospects  for  the  varsity  on  the  squad.  There  also  were 
several  netmen  of  promise  on  the  yearling  team  that 
broke  even. 
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SETTING 
THE  STAGE 

Is  of  vital  importance 
. . . for  when  the  cur- 
tain rises  the  attention 
of  everyone  is  focused 
on  the  opening  scene. 
. . . Joyce  Photo- 

Engravings  “set  the 
stage”  ...  for  that 
impression  so  neces- 
sary to  insure  . . . suc- 
cessful printing.  . . . 

MAURICE 

o y c e 

ENGRAVING  CO. 

J.  OSCAR  FAUTH,  MANAGER 

Star  Building,  District  3452 


First  Alumnus : “Let  me  present  my  wite  to  you.” 
Second  Blotto:  “Sorry,  old  man,  I’ve  one  of  my 
own.”— Widow. 


Around  The  Hill 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

is  going  to  find  it  difficult  to  settle  down  to  theology, 
or  whatever  it  is,  after  spending  that  wild  night  in 
New  York  with  the  Debating  Team  ....  some  time 
ago,  we  were  given  to  understand  that  Ruth  Miles’ 
picture  was  to  appear  in  College  Humor’s  Hall  of 


Fame  ....  to  date — no  picture  ....  let’s  sue  ’em, 
Ruthie ! ....  the  phrase  “professional  college  man" 
fits  exactly  four  men  on  this  campus  that  we  can  think 
of  offhand — and  what  a howl  if  we  mentioned  their 
names ! . . . . think  the  number  of  duets  on  the  hill — 
would  any  dirt  column  be  complete  without  the  Jarbo- 


Greely  corporation  ....  the  Finzel-Caldara  Ford  . . . . 
Hetzel-Margerum  ....  Bates  (omit)  ....  Mayo 
(open  election  in  September)  ....  Tawney-Stinnette 
. . . . Hammack-O’Neill  ....  Smith-Hargis  . . . . 
Hardiman  (Williams,  Somers,  Nordenholtz — open 
competition)  ....  Smaltz-Vogel  ....  Nestor  (person 
or  persons  unknown  to  the  writer)  ....  and  so  on, 
until  one’s  hair  grows  grey  with  the  passage  of  years 
. . .this  Teeboo,  is  our  last  public  appearance  this 
year — in  Old  Line  ranks,  at  any  rate — and  we’ve  got 
to  think  up  a good  ending  ....  what  would  you 
suggest  ....  eh  ? ....  a grand  expose  of  certain  things 
we’ve  discovered  this  year?  No,  Teeboo — let’s  finish 
up  with  a decent  taste  in  our  months  ....  just  let  it 
go  at  that,  and  say  ....  SO  LONG,  SENIORS,  A 
MILLION  OF  THE  BEST— AND  DON’T  FOR- 
GET US ! 


College  is  the  place  where  one  spends  several  thou- 
sand dollars  for  an  education  and  then  prays  for  a 
holiday  to  come  on  a school  day. — Ohio  State  Sun  Dial. 


Dad : “Son,  I never  kissed  a girl  until  I met  your 
mother.  Will  you  be  able  to  say  the  same  to  your 
son  ?” 

Son:  “No,  Dad,  not  with  such  a straight  face.” — 
Royal  Gabs  on. 


Problem 

John  and  his  date  drive  due  north  at  a speed  of  45 
m.  p.  h.  Joe  and  his  date  drive  due  south  at  20  m.  p.  h. 
and  stop  36  minutes.  Both  parties  are  gone  three 
hours.  Yet  Joe  gets  home  before  John. — Arizona 
Kitty  Kat. 


I f a man  makes  a mistake  in  choosing  his  wife 
these  days,  it  is  his  own  fault.  He  can  see  what  he’s 
getting. — Bine  Gator. 


A kiss  is  like  a rumor;  it  goes  from  mouth  to 
mouth. 


She:  “What  is  love?” 

He:  “Just  a misunderstanding  between  two  fools." 
Wataugan. 


It  may  be  true  that  man  is  more  courageous  than 
woman,  but  he  doesn’t  get  half  as  much  chance  to  show 
his  backbone.- — Bison. 


“Where’d  you  get  that  black  eye?” 

“I  kissed  the  bride.” 

“But  I thought  that  was  the  custom !” 

“Not  two  months  after  the  ceremony,  it  isn't.''  — 
Purple  Parrot. 


Happy : “I  kissed  that  girl  last  night.” 

Hooligan:  "Did  she  like  it?" 

Happy : “Sure ! She  even  told  the  dean  about  it.” — 
Ohio  Green  Goat. 
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No.  1— What  I like  about  a woman  is  the  way  she 
wears  her  clothes. 

No.  2 — Well,  I like  a woman’s  innocent  outlook  on 
life,  and  her  sweet  little  smiles. 

No.  3—1  admire  a woman’s  artistic  touch  and  the 
beauty  of  her  hair. 

Voice  from  other  end  of  the  room — Why  don’t  you 
guys  stop  lying? — Chanticleer. 

A Freshman’s  Prayer 

“God  bless  mother  and  father.  Bless  my  little  broth- 
er and  sisters,  and  friends.  And  good-bye  God,  I’m 
going  to  college.” — Princeton  Tiger. 

No  more  biscuits,  no  more  juice, 

No  more  tight  and  woolly  suits; 

No  more  rifles,  no  more  drills. 

No  more  “eagers”  plucking  dills; 

No  more  classes,  no  more  tests, 

No  more  profs,  those  awful  pests; 

No  more  drums,  no  more  horns, 

Bleating  wildly  at  the  dawn  ; 

No  more  army,  no  more  leaves, 

We’ll  now  go  whene’er  we  please; 

Now  it’s  over,  let’s  not  sigh. 

But  drop  our  fun  and  say  good-bye. 

V.  P.  I.  Skipper 


Just  because  his  old  man  fought  in  the  Confederate 
Army  didn’t  keep  him  from  wearing  a Union  suit. — 
Black  and  Blue  Jay. 


“Where  did  I come  from?”  asked  the  rosebud. 
“The  stalk  brought  you,”  answered  the  rose. — 
Rice  Ozvl 


He,  She  and  It 

This  old  world  might  seem  like  a helluva  place,  hut 
imagine  what  it  would  be  with  three  sexes.” — Arizona 
Kitty  Cat. 


“SUCKED  IN” 

Tell  me  not  in  mournful  numbers, 
Life  is  hut  an  empty  dream, 

For  the  fellow  who  has  a girl  at  finals, 
Life  is  not  what  it  seems. 


Drawing  Professor:  “Your  construction  lines  are 
perfect,  Miss.” 

Irritated  or  Flattered  Co-ed:  “How  dare  you.  Sir? 
I'll  see  the  Dean  at  once.” 


“Never  bet  on  horses,  Harry.  If  you  must  lose 
money,  why  don't  you  try  women?” 


Feel  the  difference  • Hear  the  difference 


TASTE  THE  DIFFERENCE! 


Like  an  oasis  in  the  dusty  desert  of  dried  tobacco, 
the  new  Camel  Humidor  Pack  brings  you  the  joy  of 
fine  quality  cigarettes  in  prime  mild  condition. 

Now,  wherever  you  go,  you  can  always  be  sure 
of  getting  a fresh,  throat -easy  cigarette  when  you 
demand  Camels. 

It’s  easy  to  tell  the  difference.  Your  sense  of  touch 
detects  it  as  you  roll  a cigarette  between  your  fingers. 
Dry  tobacco  is  stiff  and  crumbly.  Camels  are  full 
bodied  and  pliant. 

Even  your  ear  can  tell  the  difference.  For  a dried 
out  cigarette  crackles  when  you  roll  it. 

But  the  real  test  is  taste  and  taste  is  causing  a 
great  nation-wide  switch  of  men  and  women  alike 
to  Camels  in  the  scientific  new  Humidor  Pack. 


As  you  draw  in  that  fragrant,  mild,  cool  smoke, 
redolent  with  the  luxury  of  fine  Turkish  and  mellow 
Domestic  leaves,  only  then  do  you  realize  the  full 
importance  of  this  new  Humidor  Pack. 

For  scorched  or  dried  tobacco  is  brash  and  taste- 
less and  its  smoke  is  unkindly  hot  to  the  tongue 
and  throat. 

I f you  are  a Camel  smoker  you  have  already  noticed 
the  improvement  the  new  Humidor  Pack  makes  in 
this  your  favorite  cigarette. 

If  you  don’t  smoke  Camels,  try  them  for  just  one 
day  to  see  how  much  you’re  missing.  After  you’ve 
known  the  mildness  and  joy  of  a really  fresh  ciga- 
rette, switch  back  if  you  can. 

R.  J.  REYNOLDS  TOBACCO  COMPANY,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


It  is  the  mark  of  a considerate  hostess, 
by  means  of  the  Humidor  Pack,  to 
"Serve  a fresh  cigarette.”  Buy  Qamels 
by  the  carton — this  cigarette  will  re- 
main fresh  in  your  home  and  office. 
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